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FATHER CONNELL 



CHAPTER I. 



On the night of the fire in Nick Mc Grath's 
hay-loft, and previous to that occurrence, it 
will be brought to mind, that after his inter- 
view with the beggar girl in Joan Flaherty's 
house, Edmund Fennell paid a visit, on her 
account, to Father Connell. He communicated 
to the old man all he knew concerning her. 
He described the shocking outrages, which to 
his own knowledge, she constantly endured 
from Robin Costigan ; fully detailing the scene 
he had witnessed from the top of the dividing 
wall, when he was a little boy, and an inmate 
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of Nelly Carty's cabin. He dwelt on the poor 
girl's terror of the old beggarman; her tears 
and wailings ; her rooted dislike of the life she. 
was leading, under his rule ; her wish to change 
that life, and escape from Costigan; and her 
ever recurring dread, that if she attempted to 
do so, her fearful tyrant would inevitably track 
her out and kill her. He reminded the priest 
of her utter ignorance of religion, a fact which 
Father Connell himself had ascertained ; but 
enlarged on her religious tendencies, notwith- 
standing, discoverable in her hatred of what was 
bad: her sympathy, with what was good and 
generous; her appreciation of a charitable 
act; and her meek submission under cruel 
persecution. 

PassiQg from his boyish, almost childish 
acquaintance with poor Mary, Edmund then 
took up an account of their re-meeting, after an 
interval of so many years, in Nick Mc Grath's 
shop that very evening. He proceeded with 
their conversation in one of the shower of 
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hiiuaea. Father Conaell struck wttli a new 
iaterest, although he had been sufficient!; in- 
ttirested before, drew from Edmund, by con- 
tinued queationa, a very minute statement of 
this interview ; not only as to what waa said 
during it, but also as to what had occurred between 
the two young people. The lad could not help 
blushing, but he waa perfectly able to meet 
every enquiry, with the consistency of fearleea 
truth. His old protector proposed other quea- 
tioQB, and he also met them to the priest's 
satisfaction. It could not be denied he ad- 
mitted, that the poor, untaught young girl, 
regarded him with feelings lliat would have 
been improper if indulged, as she seemed to 
indulge them, by any person at all instructed on 
moral, social, or religious points ; but Edmund 
submitted that from the whole experience of 
her young life, it was impossible she could ever 
have been taught the impropriety of giving 
way to such feelings, indeed, her very avowals 
of them, open, and ingenuQus as they vets, 
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proved as much ; and did they not also prove 
another thing ? Did they not also prove, that 
she herself did not know the tendency, the 
range, the very nature of all that she now 
vaguely and incipiently felt. 

Father Connell laid his hand on Edmund's 
shoulder, and smiling benignly nodded to him 
at once an assent to his proposition, and an 
encouragement to go on. 

Availing himself of the permission, Edmund 
proceeded to relate, how, according to Mary's 
own account, she still suffered from the gross 
and brutal treatment of Costigan; how her 
aversion to her present course, had even en- 
creased since Edmund and she last met, but 
how, at the same time, her fear of being mur- 
dered by Costigan bound her to it. He turned 
to her aspirations, after a good and virtuous 
life ; to the truth of her sentiments towards all 
in outward nature, from which she had had an 
opportunity of studying a good Iceson ; to the 
gifted order of her mind, evident through ail 
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the clouds of neglect, and of youthful sorrow 
which hung around it. He ventured to allude 
to the great beauty of her person andfeaturee; 
nor was hla old listener displeased with the 
allusion ; for beauty of lieart, biia a certain 
pure and holy sympathy, even in the breast of 
well disciplined old age, with outward per- 
sonal beauty in youth ; and Edmund, waxing 
eloquent, concluded, by asking Father Connell 
to decide whether it would not be a charitable 
and a delightful actiou to rescue, for society 
and for (xod, a creature like Mary Cooney, by 
snatching her from the power of Kobin Cos^- 
gan, from his murderous threats, and his pro- 
bable execution of them; and from hia evil 
ways, and bad example, a continuance in, and 
observation of which, might, notwithstanding 
her present dispositions, end in her moral ruin. 
" I will ask you only one question more, 
Neddy Fennell, my child," said Father Con- 
nell ; *' and you will answ er that question truly 
— I know you will, Neddy." 
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" I wiU, sir." 

" I know very well you will, Neddy. Whai 
are your own feelings towards this poor, young 
creature ?" 

" I pity her from my heart, sir ; I have a 
great respect and ivgard for her keeping herself 
so long good, in the midst of wicked example ; 
I have a great interest in her future well-doing; 
and I feel towards her, short as our acquaintance 
haa been, the full friendship that a brother feeU 
for K sister," 

" And you have no other feelings for. her ?" 

" None, BT." 

" Then, Neddy, my child, she shall indeed, 
with God's blessing, be saved from Robin Cob- 
tigan's hand. He shall not kill either her body 
or her soul ; no Neddy, that wicked man shall 
not. I will take her from him. Under this 
poor roof she shall have an opportunity, at 
least, of growing to be a good woman, and a 
useful woman, and a faithful servant of the 
Lord. I will go this very evening and take 



her from Hobert Costigan : aye, and I'll make 
him give her up tn mc, without a word. I am 
not afraid of the bad luan, Neddy; no, I am 
not afraid of him, Neddy, my good child. And 
go you home, now, Neddy to jour business 
for the night : go you home to your good old 
master's house ; and go straight home to ik 
And may you have a reward, Neddy, for your 
charitable and for your virtuous lut^^lona 
towards that poor, uniustructed, unbefrieuded, 
orphan child. Good night, Neddy, and take 
my blessing. I will aee Mary Cooney, this 
very evening." 

But Father Connell waa detfuued at home 
by a. visitor, on business of a moat uigeot 
nature, too long to perform his promise^ 
Indeed it was much post his usual hour far re- 
tiring to bed, when tKe person went away. 
Some time after, the fire bell struck on his ear- 
He hurried into the town with strong fears, as 
has been seen, for Ned Fennell ; and all that he 



did subsequently is also known. In the €rst 
early light of the morning he led the poor beggar 
girl home. 

His housekeeper, Mrs MoUoy, had not been 
left quite unacquainted with his intentions 
towards Mary Cooney. In fact, it was the 
housekeeper's ojiinion ttat Father Conncll had 
consulted her, very confidentially, on the mat^ 
ter; nay, in order to reconcile lier to tlie intro- 
duction of a new inmate into her establishment, 
that he had made a very powerful appeal to her 
feelings ; and this, even Mrs. Molloy's sense of 
her own respectability could not withstand. 
She was, therefore, prepared to receive poor 
Mary with something akin to graciousness of 
manner. 

At Mrs. Molloy's kitchen fire, then, Mary 
was soon sitting, bareheaded, bare footed, and 
otherwise half clothed ; the scraps of attire 
which she did wear being wet, from the in- 
cle.iiency of the day before ; while her little 



feet were splashed with puddle, and blood 
stuned too, from the bleeding of sore crocks, 
and wounds in them. 

Tears were in her eyes, smiles were on her 
lipa, and short, happy sighs fluttered every 
moment, like so many small birds let loose one 
after the other, from the depths of her heart 
She looked around her, scanning the humble 
little kitchen ; it was a drawing-room to her ; 
never in her life before had ahe sat to such a 
fire, nor in an apartment half so luxurious — so 
sumptuous. She looked at Mrs. Molloy, and 
at her high-heeled shoes, afcd at her high-cauled 
oap, and deemed her a person of very great im- 
portance ; and Mrs. Moiloy was not slow in 
observing the eSeftt her superiority had pro- 
duced ; and thus Mary was all the better of 
her mute and uncoDseious sycophancy. 

Father ConncU having warned and com- 
manded his housekeeper uot to speak for the 
present with the beggar girl, on her own 
afl^ira, and hb housekeeper obeying him, for ft 
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wonder, few words, except words of kindness, 
paeaed between her and the young Btranger at 
her hearth. She busily engaged herself pre- 
paring the priest's breakfast ; and at all her 
proceedings Mary still looked on, with great 
wonder and curiosity. 

Father Connell had been out about an hour. 
He now returned, and called out from the 
parlour, for " Peggy !" and Peggy, answering 
hie summons, found that he had brought home 
a pair of ehoee, and a pair of stockings, for liia 
new protegee ; together with materials, very 
humble indeed, for dressing her out, from head 
to foot. But until the latter could be made up, 
he eameally consulted Peggy upon the best 
thing to be done, towards obtaining present 
substitutes for them. Peggy, after a pause, 
and bargaining for permission to have her own 
way iu the matter, sallied forth from the house, 
and quickly came back, laden, however she had 
procured them, with a little stock of the necee- 
saries required. They had been used indeed, 
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but were clean, neat, and respectable, and Mra. 
Molloy averred, would fit Mary to a T, for 
she thanked Providence, she had eyes iu her 
head. Her master, approving of everything, 
Mra. Molloy swept the table clear of its little 
heap of habiliments ready mnde and raw ma- 
terials for the same ; [lad the next iustatkt, she 
and her young friend were busily engaged in 
the housekeeper's bedroom, off the kitchen. 

Father ConncU woiJd not — could not sit 
down to breakfast pending the great change 
that was going on under his roof. He walked 
about his parlour, bolt npright, champooing the 
palms of his hands, very very faEt, and smiling 
s^nile8, as fi-esh as those of childhood. At 
last, the parlour door opened, and Mary 
Cooiiey, ablutions and the other business of the 
toilet all gone through, appeared before him ; 
Mrs. Molloy — aa if Mary bodily and altogether 
were of her construction, and not merely the 
tie of the bau-knot of her cap, leading her in, 
with an air of great self approbation. The old 
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mau stood Btill, and his EmiliDg features Lalf 
changed into an cspreeaion of surprise, at the 
vision of the beautiful creature, he now gazed 
upon. Her newly polJslied face, burning with 
bluaheB, caused by her ehjiieui of her fine 
clothes, and her blue eyes scintillating aiid en- 
larged, with 0. new-come excitement) the beg- 
gar girl did appear, indeed, eurpaesiDgly: 
lovely. 

He was struck too, with her likeness to 
Helen Mac Neary — as any one might have 
been ; and he thanked Heaven, in a silent 
aspiration, that his good child, Neddy Fennell, 
had been the means, under God, of directing 
his attention to the salvation, here and bere- 
afler, of a creature so interesting in every way. 

But this purely grave stale of feeling, anon, 
and quickly passed into a characteristic mode 
of expressing his delight, in the change for the 
better, wrought upon her outward appearance. 
As he hat) been seen to do, while the little ma- 
a-cUd boys, were passing lilm in tlie boehcen. 
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he bent himself, resting his hands upon hia 
kneea, admiring her finery, and then, standing 
straight, and langhing to hiinself, clapped the 
palms of his hands together softly, and declared 
to Pe^gy, that nothing on the face of the earth 
could be better; and, as will also be called to 
mind, in the same way that he had turned 
Mick Dempsey round and round, and walked 
round and round him, in approbation, of 
Mick's first new suit of respectable clothes, 
be now turned Mary Couney round and round, 
and walked round her. At length, the inspec- 
tion over, he dismissed Mary and her new pro- 
tectress, to their breakfasts in the kitchen, and 
then sat down to hia own, very happy. 

But though Mary was happy too, even to 
tears, which constantly streamed on, she made 
but little impression on tlic dainties before her, 
at least not one half, nor one third enough, to 
satisfy the ostentatious hospitality of Mrs. 
Molloy. The poor girl's mind had been sud- 
denly Btopt, and turned back in the cinde in 
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which it was wont to revolve, and though all 
was very blissful, all was, from its oovclty, Btill 
\ery confusing. She (lid not yet understand, 
nor distinctly feel her changed position. She 
glanced shyly from one point to another of her 
new attire. She studiously regarded, above all 
things, her new shoes and stockings, and 
particularly admired the smaUnesa of her feet, 
DOW shut up for the first time, within limits 
which contronlcd their usual flatness and ex- 
pansion. Opposite to her was a mirror hanging 
on a nail in the wall, of about six inches in 
height and three in breadth, at which Mrs. 
MoUoy upon a sudden call from the parlour, 
used to adjust her cap, and her strong wiry 
hair ; and into this Mary could look at h^r own 
face, with its recent decorations ; and all these 
little things at first deeply occupied her, almost 
to the exclusion of any other sentiment or 
feeling. 

Father Connell went out on business, and 
she WKS leil alone with the houe^eeper, at the 
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kitchen fire. After a while, recollection be- 
gan to eng^e her. Darby Cooney, was ebe 
indeed safe from hia hand? She asked Mrs. 
Molloy to give her assurance on the subject. 
The housekeeper, still obeying her master's 
instructions, asked in return, how could she 
know anything about it ? And who was 
Darby Cooney ? But wasn't she safe at 
present ; and wasn't she with friends, who 
would keep hurt and harm far away fmm her? 
And wouldn't the priest answer everything to 
her, when he came back to the house ? and 
Mrs. Molloy admonished her not to go on 
thinking any more of what was past and gone 
but to Btir herself, and come with her, Mrs 
Molloy, and inspect the " nate" house she was 
in, and the garden it had to it ; and after that, 
the elegant chapel, and the beautiful church- 
yard, only half a stone's throw from her. 

Mary had other questions to ask, but she 
suppressed them. She arose, stumbling tor the 
first time in her life, from the cnunping efleots 
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of thefirst pair of ehoes ehe had ever worn, her 
feet awoUen by tlie influence of the fire, as well 
ae by their novel state of captivity ; and fol- 
lowed Mrs. MoUoy on the proposed tour of dis- 
covery. 

She bad been in the parlour for a moment, 
before, but under Buch circumstancee, as only 
to liave felt embarraHsed with an overpowering 
aenae of its importauoe. Kow she dwelt under 
Mrs. Molloy's special inBtructions, on each 
article of furniture it contained. A small 
glass bookcase, filled with books, sparingly and 
smearingly gilt on the backs, particularly at- 
tracted her attention, and her wonder ; she did 
not think that there were so many books in 
the world, she said. Leaving the parlotir ; an 
old eight-day clock, almost eight feet high, 
placed in the little hall, with an old brass dial 
plate, struck her with great awe, as well it 
might indeed. She stopped before it, and 
listening to its clogged and wheezing tick, tick ; 
she shnuik bock, asking in a whisper, if there 
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was not Bometiiing alive within it ? Mrs. 
Molloy then pointed out to her the ceUarnge, 
under tlie open stairs, with ita conatant occu- 
pant, the half barrel of beer, andMiiry conceived 
great notions of the abundance of t!ie house. 

They proceeded up stairs to the priest's 
bed-room. Here were a few little religious 
prints, " framed and glazed," as Mrs. Molloy 
desired Mary to observe well ; and in a comer, 
hung upon great brass hooks. Father ConuelTs 
Sunday hat and best wig ; togetlier with the 
mysteriouK old cheat of drawers; and the 
young gii-1 felt, she knew not why, an indefi- 
nable sense of a something — almost dread, 
which made her hurry out of the apartment. 

They passed into the yard. The stable, con- 
taining Father Connell's fat, strong marc ; the 
step ladder going up to it's hay-loft ; Neddy 
Fennell's black hole of yore — the coal shed; 
the cask to catch rainwater ; the lines to hang the 
house-linen on for drying ; all this, and much 
uiore, were pointed out to Mary, whose mind 
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still continued to fill, and fill with great con- 
ceptions of the magnificence of the establish- 
ment. From the yard into the narrow strip 
of garden — and Mary clapped her hands, and 
almost screamed out with pleasure. Small aa 
was the little lot of ground, it was neatly kept, 
at all seasons of the year, and even now, on a 
November day, looked trim and pretty. Such 
vegetables, of the ordinary sort, as tlie month 
produced, were well taken care of; unoccupied 
ground was dug up, and raked, and in clean 
order; the little walks were newly gravelled ; 
frait trees were pruned, and nicely nailed 
to the walla; and though the little garden's 
blow of humble flowers was of course over, 
there still remained the white and pink flower 
of the laurestinua, and here and there bunches of 
monthly rosea and rosebuds. Mary was in a 
paradise. Never before, had she seen, a gar- 
den, great or email, and now the order, the 
neatness, the beauty of this little one, no matter 
on how reduced a scale, struck upon chords 
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prcpared by AlEuighty nature to vibrate to 
them, in her soul. She glowed with a new 
pleasure. It was as if a, gaivlen htul suddenly 
and freahly sprung up, amid the hitherto moral 
wildemesa of her own mind. She prayed, she 
begged of Mrs, Molloy to let her pluck one 
rose — no, one rosebud — only one ; the old lady 
consented, and as Mary placed it under her 
young bosom, it sparkled with her tears. 

They left tlie enchanted spot, and proceeded 
up the silent little approach to the chapel^ 
walled in at either side. They arrived at the 
very limited space before the chapel, almost 
entirely covered with the branches of a large 
lime, having a stone bench under it. Mary eat 
down on the bench, looking earnestly around 
her. 

" And was that a chapel ? A " chapel of 
God ?" she asked of Mra. Molloy, in a whisper- 
ing Toice, pointing to the low-built and rude 
little edifice, now straight before her. 

Her cicerone answering aiErmatively, an- 
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locked the chapel door, aiid invited her to enter 
it. She did so. 

Since leaving the priest's houae, all had been 
as Bilent as the tomb around her ; and the fiilence 
Btill continued, aa they stepped into the humble 
place of worship. Wliat the wonders of St. 
Peter's have been, and are to othere, the won- 
deiB of this little chapel, were to poor Mary. 
Its little galleries, propped by wooden uprights 
—they scarce merited abetter name; its little 
chandelier, also of wood, and covered with 
dingy gilding; its little altar — gained by a few 
steps; the picture of the crucifixion— not by a 
Reubens, or an Angelo, or a Kembrandt — 
everything filled her with seatiments of awe, 
admiration, and delight. 

" Who ia that ?" she whispered, looking up 
to the picture over the altar. 

*' Our blessed Lord, who died on the cross, 
to redeem and save ua," replied Mrs. MoUoy, 
making the holy sign upon her forehead. 

" To save us from what i" continued Mary. 
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" Yes ! I see He is dying— there is blood 
eoming from His side !" She turned pale. 

Mrs. Molloy was at first sorely tempted to 
burst out, and thunder, upon Mary's scanda- 
lous state of religious ignorance; but luckily 
recollecting Father Connell's parting injunc- 
tions, contented herself, with causing Mary to 
retire from the chapel, and return home with 
her. Arrived at the priest's house, and while 
passing its little yard, Mary glanced wistfully 
to the garden gate. 

" Would you like to go sit in the summer 
house till the priest comes hopie?" enquired 
Mrs. Molloy. 

It was the very liking most at Mary's heart 
that moment ; and she accordingly walked to 
the little osier bower, at the garden's further 
end, and sat down in it alone. 

In this situation, it cannot be ss^id that Mary 
distinctly thought over anything ; and yet her 
mind was thronged with a vast assembly of im- 
perfect thoughts — snatches of reflections, and 
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recollections, newly acquired ideas and aenti- 
menta, hopes, doubts, feara — the buzz of a 
great change going on within her ; eometimca 
a swelling yet timid sense of her increasing 
importance ; eoraetimes a eickening mistrudt of 
heraelf ; and all these abstractions dashed over, 
now and then, by realities, which moved her 
very soul ; her terrors of Darby Cooney, at 
one moment ; her reliance upon Father Con- 
nell's power to protect her against him ; her 
anxieties a contrary way, the next moment ; 
flitting recurrences to Nelly Carty, the woman 
who had told her she was her daughter; but, 
through all, and pervading all, and above all, one 
naaster idea, that of Edmund Fennell— was he 
well? Hadhe escaped Robin Costigau's revenge- 
ful intention ? Mary had usked these questions 
of Mrs. Moiloy, without obtaining any satisfac- 
tory replies. And why had he not been to see 
her ever since last night ? And when would he 
come to see her ? And was she to stay in 
the priest's house, or go to his?" 



Profoundly wrapt in her mental confusion Mary 
did not perceive the approach of a person into 
the little arbour. Suddenly her wandering and 
down-cast eye caught a glance of his feet, 
nud she uttered a short shriek, and hid her 
face in her hands. But the good priest's voioe 
re-aasured her. 

She dropped on her knees, and in the whine 
of her old trade, not yet foi^tten, poor 
thing, fervently thanked Father Connell for 
hiding her from Darby Cooney, and keeping 
him away ; and prayed blessings from Heaven 
on the priest's head, for all his charities to her. 
Had she been well since morning? Very 
well, and very happy ? And was Mrs. MoUoy 
good and kind to her ? 

Mary answered that she had been very well, 
and very happy ; and tliat Mrs. Molloy was 
everything that heart oould wish; and that 
Darby Cooney had never come " next or nigh 
her," the whole morning. 

" And he never shall, my good little child," 
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said Father Connell, '* I will keep him aWay 
from you, as long as you stay in this house, at 
least ; I have the power over bim to keep him 
away; I am stronger than Darby Cooney." 
Mary began to look puzzled. " Yes, my good 
little child, I am stronger than Darby Cooney ; 
and all round my house, and all round my 
little garden, and all round my chapel there are 
guards to keep him away from you, my poor 
child ; guards more courageous than soldiers — 
so, have no fear of Darby Cooney's hand, now, 
or for the time to come." 

During this speech, Mary glanced to the tops 
of the garden walls, and down the garden into 
the yard ; but there were no guards to be seen, 
and some misgivings again possessed her for a 
moment; but it soon occurred to her that 
Father Connell was a good man, and had 
already done a great deal for her; so that 
whatever he said must be true, and she would 
believe it. 

" An' shure Masther Neddy Fennell didn't 
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come next or nigh me ever since laet night 
either, air," Bhe reanmed after a while; and 
expreseing anew her gratitude to her 
protector ; " did Darby Cooney do him any 
harm laet night, eir ? An' was hia house afire 
last night ? An' con you tell me, tii, why be 
is away all the nionung ? An' how soon will 
he come to see me?" 

Answering these questions in due order, 
Father Connell hesitated at the last two, and 
aeked her, " But why do you want him to 
come and see you, my good child ?" 

" Och, that /may see him at the same time, 
an' talk to him, an' hear him talkin' to me ; 
an' that I may be near him, an lookin' at hint 
— an' for ever thankin' my tendher-hearted boy 
fur his charity, an' his goodness to the poor 
■hooling girl." 

" And why do you want to be looking at 
him, and talking to htm, Mary ?" 

" Och, och, an' isn't it because the love is on 
my heart for him I" 
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It was Father ConneU'e duty, and it had 
been his intention, to frown at thia easily fore- 
seen declaration; but now he coukl not. On 
the contrary, smiles played around his lipe, 
a^ he stared straight into Mary's face, and 
remained for a moment silent. And, during 
that moment, he made up his mind to defer uU 
further notice of the case, pl^nly seeing that it 
iras one of unconscious error, which did not call 
for sternness or severity in his treatment of it. 
■ He resumed speaking however — and it will be 
perceived that, before entering the little garden, 
he must have conferred with his housekeeper 
on her and Mary's adventures during the 
day. 

" Well, poor child, well ; and didn't Mrs. 
MoUoy shew you the «hapel to-day ?" 

" Och, yJB, sir, yis ; an' 'tis itself that's the 
beautiful place, an' the grand place ; an' 
there's a beautiful image hung up in id, 
that she toold me was our blessed Lord, 
dyin' on the cross to redeem an' save ua 
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—an' och, sure enough, the blood was comin' 
down his side afore my eyes; did He make 
himself die, sir ? did He kill himself?" 

" No, Mary, no ; sinners and wicked people 
nailed Him to that cross until He died upon 
it." 

'* Och, och, an' sure, very wicked people 
they were ; people like Darby Cooney, 
weren't they, sir? An' tell me this, sir, if 
you plase; aren't you sthronger nor Darby 
Cooney? an' shure you wouldn't let Darby, 
Cooney nail you to a cross, to kill you ? An' 
wasn't our blessed Lord sthronger nor them 
wicked people ? An' why didn't He keep 'em 
off, an' not let 'em nail him to a cross and kill 
Him?" 

While imparting instruction to a talented 
child, the most competent preceptor is oflen 
baffled by the child's poiilt blank questions. 
In answer to such questions, a case of 
reasoning in series cannot with fitness, or ad- 
vantage be attempted, and without this, the full 
c 3 
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diseipation of the child's doubt is impracticable. 
Regarding the present sobject, in diBCuesion 
between hereelf and Father Connell, poor 
Marj-'a mind was as that of a child, and her 
question was such a one as a child would put, 
and therefore Father Connell smiling again, 
found a difficulty in meeting it. After a abort 
pause, however, lie went on. 

" Yes, Mary, yes, my good little girl. He was 
stronger than all thoae wicked people, and 
stronger than all the people in the world, 
good as well aa wicked ; stronger than all the 
kings, and all the priests, and all the grandees, 
and all the armies of the world ; stronger than 
the whole world, my good child ; and if it liad 
been His will, the whole world could not have 
hung him upon that croaa : but he did not use 
his strength against the wicked people, Mary ; 
he let them put him upon that cross, in order 
tliat he might redeem and save us." 

" An' save UB from what, air?" Mary now 
repeated a former question, proposed to Mrs. 
Molloy. 
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*' From the puniehment due to our eiiiB, 
my poor child; from the punishment due to 
our aine." 

Mary paused, and evidently tried in her mind 
to understand this propoBition ; but Father 
Connell, watching her, saw that she could not 
— nor had he expected that she could. Sud- 
denly, however, her eyes and cheeks glowed ; 
Buddenly she gave up the cold proceaa of rea- 
soning ; suddenly she_/*ft the truth, and said : — 

" Och, och, an' it was a great great love that 
he had on his heart fur us, sir," 

" That's itj that's it, ray good child," re- 
eumed Father Connell, seizing, and of course 
squeezing hard both of Mary's hands. " That's 
Ihe very thing, my poor, poor girl; that's the 
very answer to your own question, as truly 
given Bs if all the doctors of all the colleges in 
the wide world had found it out for you ; come 
in now, Mary, my dear ; we will talk of this, 
and of a great deal more, another time ; but 
not aeon, not very soon, Mary: with God'a 
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help Mary, you will be a good child, a very 
good child; and I hope, and I trust, and I 
believe, a blessed child. Come in now, come 
in till we see what Mrs. Molloy haa to give us 
for our dinner ; Mrs. Molloy is a good woman, 
Mary, only a little rough spoken now and 
then^ a very good woman ; and Mrs. Molloy 
is beginning to love you, Mary ; and if you 
are good to her, and submissive to her, I am 
very sure she will love you better and better 
day by day. Come in now, Mary, come in — 
Peggy !" he cried out, as they approached the 
house; and '* Peggy" resoimded through it, as 
Father Connell and his new favorite crossed 
its threshold. 

From that day forward Father Connell did 
not prematurely engage in difficult questions of 
religion with the beggar girL As if he had 
had to instruct a mere child indeed, he 
led her on, step by step, through its more 
flowery paths, and almost according to the 
routine course of childhood. 
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Mrs. Molloy, and some good religious women 
who resided together in the neighbourhood — the 
same who, dressed In white linen cloaks, eang 
during vespers, inside the railings of the altar — 
taught her her prayers, day after day, and 
finally her catechism, Father Connell often 
overseeing them, or calling on Mary, as her 
lessons went on, to account for the faith that 
was in her; and hia occasional conversations 
with Mary never were without some questions, 
on her part, regarding her new and delightful 
stock of knowledge, which it was most pleasing 
to him, as her comprehension grew more en- 
larged, to answer satisfactorily. Her progress 
was surprising. In about nine months the priest 
deemed lier fit to approach her first communion; 
and she was also baptized on the same day. 
Oh, happy, happy was Mary, while she went 
through the business of that day, clad in her 
white muslin dress, and her cap with white 
ribbons in it. Happy, and yet tearful ; proud 
of the day, and of herself^ and yet the humblest 
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of the humble. It was a time of flowers, 
too, and Mary had them all arouad her. 

But Father Connell encountered a little 
more difficulty in remoying from her mind a 
certain inipreeeion. Recurrence miiat again be 
made to the first days she spent under his roof. 
Her question of — " bud when would Masther 
Neddy Fennell come?" was almost ceaaeleEs, 
and the priest at first only told her why he 
could not eomc. His old master was so ill, and 
he was 8o much engaged, " But it' the whole 
world was dyin' I'd go see my tender hearted 
boy," she smd. Nick Mc Grath died, and she 
allowed some days to lapse, but then re- 
]>eated her question. Fatlier Conuell now met 
her with an account of Edmund's great occu- 
pation in superintending the old man's aHaire, 
and with a statement of his newly acquired 
riches, according to the will made in his favour 
by his master. Mary was glad he was so rich, 
but sorry that his great business kept him 
away. Days passed over and she said she should 
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like to go out on the roads, and waik here and 
there. The priest himself accompanied her 
forth, and led her for a walk, by the adjacent 
river's brink — a delightful walk, during the 
pourec of which everything around her was 
ari'ayed in nature's fully-matured gorgeouences. 
Thoroughly did she enjoy this recreation ; but 
still she came back to Father Conueirs house, 
dispirited, and feeling a great want. 

Some more daya passed on, and Father Con- 
nell told her that Edmund Fennell was to come 
and dine with him, previous to his going a 
great, great way off— to Dublin, in fact — there 
to engage in new pursuits, which the good man 
tried to explain to her. Mary changed colour, 
but listened meekly, and only said — " God 
spread the good luck, an' the happiness in his 
road, wherever he goes." 

Edmund did come to dine with Father 

Connetl, and Mary wae summoned to speak 

with him in the parlour, in Father ConneH's 

presence; but though her heart at first bounded 

c 5 
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to meet his heart, and though herself 
first bounded forward to be encircled in 
his arms, and though Edmund was not 
wanting in all show of affectionate interest, 
still the poor girl began to feel vaguely that 
there was in future to be a distance measured 
between them, and she retired weeping to her 
kitchen. Dinner came on, and she received the 
impression more strongly when she observed 
that Edmund and Father Connell dined to- 
gether, and that she and Father Connell's 
servant dined together. 

Edmund was retiring for the evening — the 
last he was to spend, for some time, in his native 
city. Mary was again called in, that he might 
bid her farewell. She entered the parlour with 
a humiliated and touching air — but not a bit of 
ill temper in it. Edmund shook her hands, 
kissed her cheek, and spoke still most aifection- 
ately to her. In return, she kissed his lips and 
prayed the blessing of God " on his road, 
wherever he went." — He left the house, at- 
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tended to the outside door, by Father ConnelL 
The priest returned to Mary, and found her 
sitting stupified on the floor. 

*' When he was a very little boy, my poor 
child," the priest said, *' he promised you if 
ever he should be rich, he would share his 
riches with you ; and now, my poor child, see 
whether he does or not — only see ;" and he 
emptied a purse of gold into her lap. 

Mary put her hand under the guineas and let 
them drop, almost one by one, back again into 
her lap, and at last dolefully said — '* may the 
good God reward him for his charity ; but I'd 
rather have the love from Neddy Fennell than 
all this goold sir." 

But in some time Mary became contented 
with her lot ; and then, more than contented — 
happy. Day by day, a great and revering love 
for her protector sprung up in her heart, nearly 
to the exclusion of the former sentiment. Her 
religious duties, too, engrossed her, and 
very soon. Father Connell called in Mick 



36 FATHER CONNELL. 

Dempsey to engage her mind in fresh studies ; 
and her progress in reading and writing-in 
readings in fact, so as to be able to occupy and 
interest herself, was as surprising as was that 
which she had made in higher pursuits. 

But her witnessing casually Edmund Fen- 
nell's marriage with Helen Mac Neary, from 
her secret position in the little hall^ pi^oved^ 
as regarded her love for him, a great drawback 
upon all her Acquired discipline in the conduct 
of her young heart. 
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CHAPTER II. 



Twenty-five, or twenty-six miles to the north- 
east of Father Connell's city, and in another 
county there stood^ in the times of which we 
write, what had been a good country mansion, 
now in ruins. Its living owner^ as he was also 
the owner of a very considerable tract of 
adjacent acres, had never been seen by the 
dwellers on his noble estate. In fact he resided 
in nabob style in another country. 

In his despatches to his agents^ his constant 
cry was, like the gnome, for " more, more," 
and in the highly civilized land in which he 
sojourned, desperate, and unteachable savages 
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he called those from whom he drew his ample 
income, never admitting, meanwhile, that the 
merciless exactions inflicted on his wretched 
tenantry, by his agents, to meet the insatiable 
craving for " more, mo>te," had made those 
deserted people poor beyond endurance; and 
necessarily reckless and fierce towards all whom 
they considered as the causers of their oppres- 
sion. But our history can have little to do 
with this matter, further than that we are 
bound to allude to it, in order to show how it 
was that the once noble mansion, was now 
visited by ruin — ^the ruin of neglect, rather 
than of time. 

A flight of many steps ascended to its hall 
door, but the balustrade at either hand hiad 
tumbled down ; and grass grew up through the 
joints of the steps, which were loose under foot. 
No ^glass was in any of the windows, and in 
some were fragments of sashes only; while 
their shutters, which had been closed never to 
be re-opened, fifty years before, had either 
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partially or totally decayed, and when the wind 
was high, their remnants flapped, or creaked 
dismally. The once solid hall door was rotten, 
and, although the iron bolt on the inside still 
held it in its place, it could very easily be 
opened. The sashes, frames, and shutters of 
the windows on the lower story were altogether 
gone ; and the brood of a surly old sow could 
occasionally be seen scampering in and out 
through them in full career, and at their unbridled 
pleasure. Most of the aged trees of the adja- 
cent park, were denuded of their branches; 
the fish ponds to the right and left of the 
house, were a mass of aquatic weeds, emitting 
an unwholesome vapour ; the shrubberies were 
choked up with bramble and briar ; their 
neatly sanded walks no longer visible, every 
thing around you had an air of chilly neglect 
and dilapidation. 

The park was rented by a farmer, whose 
thatched dwelling arose in one of its most 
picturesque spots. Some time before the period 
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with which we are concerned, this person sent 
one of his labourers to the house, a distance off, 
with instructions to fix himself in some shel- 
tfred nook of the mined dwelling, and act as 
caretaker for his employer. One night only, 
did the man hold hia post, for so dreadful a 
night had that proved to him, that, as he said 
and awore, he would not accept the whole year's 
rent of the estate to pass another like it. There 
had been such rattling of chains, and stamping 
of feet, up and down the old staircases, and 
such frightful laughter in remote parts of the 
cruinbliug edifice, and such calling him by his 
nanne, and altogether such a hellish uproar and 
revelry, as never was known in this world 
before. 

A long, straight, broad avenue, perfectly 
arched overhead by the junction of two rows of 
very fine old oaks, raa from the house to the 
public road. We should rather say that these 
oaks traced out the course of an avenue that 
had been ; for no distinction at present existed 
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between the grassy way under foot, and the 
land at its either aide. Years before, a massive 
iron gate had guarded the entrance to the 
avenue ; but half of it was now clean gone ; 
and the other half, broken off its hinges, was 
supported by an abutment of loose stones ; 
while a low barrier of similar materials, fenced 
up the space where the other half had stood ; 
and thus were the grounds, at that side, protected 
agjunst trespass. 

A crumbling wall swept in a curve, at either 
side of this old gateway ; and it was with sur- 
prise that the farmer who rented the park dis- 
covered, early one morning— so early that it was 
yet twilight — to one side of it, a hastily con- 
structed and moat wretched hut, which 
certainly had not been there the previous night. 
A shapeless and unsightly structure, it might 
indeed be called, being neither round, nor 
squm^, nor oblong — a truly unmathemaUcal 
rhomboid. Its walls, if such an unartificial 
heaping up of sods, stones, and mud could so 
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be termed, were not more-than three feet high ; 
a few boughs stretched across these, with furze 
heaped over them, formed its roof; and some 
fiirze stil], with one or two bundles of straw, 
nearly covered up the mouth of the den. 

On a large stone, placed before this suddenly 
built hut, the farmer discovered part of a delft 
plate, having one halfpenny as nearly as possi- 
ble in the middle of it ; and this denoted that 
charity was expected, from the passers-by ; 
wliile on another stone sat an individual whom 
the farmer could not, in his own mind, call 
either man or boy, 

By his height, and his beardless chin, he 
seemed indeed to be a boy ; but then liis surly 
brow, his scowling eye, his dogged mouth, the 
absence of boyish plumpness in Ms checks, his 
long and muscular arms, Ida broad chest and 
ahouldfers, together with the shape of his tat- 
tered attire, appeared on the contrary to 
characterize him as a man. 

Such huts, as this described, wherein the 
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wandering mendicant, suddenly seized with 
fever, or otherwise assailed by disease, so as to 
hinder him from proceeding on his way, 
stretches himself, until lie either gets better or 
dies — may often be met with on an Irish road- 
side ; and they are generally erected by the 
neighbouring peasantry to guard agiunst the 
introduction of contagious illness into their 
crowded families. And no one knew this better 
than the lionest fanner at present before us. 
But liere was a wigwam constructed in one 
night — by whom ? No hands in the neighbour- 
hood had, to his knowledge, been employed in 
the work, and indeed none could have been, 
without his becoming actLiiainted with the fact. 
Was the strange looking guardian of the den 
its sole architect and builder? Our friend 
grew very uncomfortable, as ho took a second 
glance at him and it. In the whole expres- 
sion of the nondescript creature, seated on the 
second large stone, there was something, 
indeed, unnatural and impish ; and in the 
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grey dimness, of the eaily and loDeaome morn- 
ing, the rude, mtshapen hut, seemed only like 
the apparition of one, which he might have 
c&lled up, as he would a mushroom, almost in 
an instant, from the earth, but which, supposing 
it of earthly material — his lutnds— were they 
human hands — could nerer have begun and 
finished, in the course of a Bingle night. 

The farmer took heart, however, to address 
hia new acquaintance, who, in most morose tones, 
gave him to understand that he was cert^nly 
the sole workman, engaged in the building of 
the rude hospital ; and, moreover, that his old 
grandfather now lay within it, in a raging fever, 
aa could plainly be seen, and known, by any 
one, who would come close, and look in. 

The enquirer, gaining more courage, did 
approach nearer, and heard moans, and inco- 
herent ravings ; and, when afterwards talking 
over the matter, with his neighbours, he added, 
that through the small aperture of the kennel, 
not Hocked up, by furze and straw, the wildcat 
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eyes, and the most frightful face he had ever seen, 
had once or twice glared up, and been turned 
towards him. 

But his neighbours, and indeed himself af- 
terwards, attributed to the influence of fever, 
the expression of those eyes, and of that face : 
and general compaesion for the afflicted and 
aged man, was felt throughout the neighbour- 
hood, under the influence of which, he was 
supplied with every aid and nourieliment, that 
rustic sympathy and skill could afford, or 
prescribe. 

Xeither wna }iis unaiuiable nurse neglected ; 
beingfiirnishedwith such humble fare a£ thepea- 
wmtry could bestow. But, as to nightly lodging, 
it was generally believed and feared, that boy 
or man, whichever he might be, he used to paaa 
his nights, quite independently, in some comer 
of the ruined mansion, in which the Jarmer'a 
itout steward had refused to take up hia 
G^uarters. 

Although the people of the vicinity, thui 
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exercised their charitj' towardB the occupant of 
the uncouth hut, and his grandBon, there arose 
amongst them, however, after a while, whispers, 
by no meana favourable, either to the one or to 
the other, and of a nature, that inspired a vague 
dread of both. For it became noticed, that 
the self-called grandson, was by no means dili- 
gent in bis attendance on his patient ; that fur 
tbe greater portion of a day, lie was not to be 
seen near him ; nay, that for three or four 
days together, he had been away, no one knew 
where. The contrast between his youthful 
appearance, and the expression of his features ; 
his manners and habits, so little in accordance 
with boyhood, or evet with humanity ; his 
thanklessness for favours ; and bis piggish an- 
swers, to all who spoke to him ; next told 
against the mysterious new comer. He had, 
besides, severely and -viciously hurt two chil- 
dren, while at their play, in the fields ; and as 
a climax to his abominable practices, a little 
anecdote must be related. 
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A favourite brood hen, belonging to one of" 
the adjacent cottagers, became miesing. ^VTien 
looked after, it vraa found suspended by the 
neck, from the bough of a tree, quite dead — 
very well hung, in fact — and the dark browed 
boy-man, with hia arms folded, was, at the 
same time, observed seriously contemplating it. 
When questioned on the eubject, he deigned to 
assume a devilish grin, whUe he answered — 

" I wanted to see the way a fellow would die-, 
whin he'd be hanged on the gallows. " 

" Lord save us, an' keep us 1" said the 
woman, whose pet hen had suffered under the 
young philosopher's experiment; — " an' why 
did you want to know that ?" 

" Fur a rason I have ; teU me this ; if I 
knocked your brains out, wid this stone, 
woiddn't I be hanged?" 

The woman pressed her thumb hard against 
her forehead, repeatedly making the sign of 
the cross, as she retreated, without asking 
another qiiestion. 
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Then, as to the sick perBOD, whom he called 
grandfather. Thia individual, io a little time, 
began occasionally to be seen, near the moutli 
of his wigwam, on all fours, as if he could not 
better support himself, or was not yet suffici- 
ently recovered, to stand upright. But there 
was some doubt, about this fact, of his con- 
tinued incapacity for locomotion. One person 
positively asserted, that while engaged, in the 
middle of the night, watching for a dog that 
had committed depredations on the sheep, in 
the neighbouring park, he had seen pass very 
near him, In his ambusli, a figure, with long 
grey hair, floating about its shoulders, hobbling 
away, in the direction of the ruined house — 
but hobbling with gi-eat rapidity, however; 
and, although the night was very still, no sound 
came from the footfall of the figure. The 
startled watchman shouted out ; the figure 
turned its head ; and now he could almost 
•wear, that he beheld in the clear moonshine, 
the fearful eyes, which that very day had 
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glared upwards at him, from the interior of the 
sick man's hospitaL But a noise, as if from the 
dog, for which he was on the watch, here made 
him look in another direction, and when he 
agfun would have studied the questionable ap- 
parition, no one appeared in view, 

The man hastily gave up his watching post, 
and crossing the park, made his way down the 
avenue, to the hut outside its ruined gate. At 
a glance, he became assured that its disagree- 
able guardian was not visible ; but this was 
nuthing to the purpose. He drew close to 
the curious structure ; heard the usual moans 
and lamentations issue from it; peered closely 
into it, and saw the sick man himself, lying 
stretched on his straw, quite alone, and 
seemingly helpless. He called out — and 
again the frightful eyes met his. He hur- 
ried homewards, stricken to the heart, with 
terror. 

But after all, there was no witchcraft, nor 
goblinism in the matter. He had really and 
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trulj seen Bobin Costigan, ehuffling rapidly^ 
towards the old mansion, and he liad ako really 
seen Robin Costigan, lying on his back, in his 
den, outside the avenue gate. 

And as soon as Robin judged himself free 
from further obserration, shrewdly con- 
cluding that no more questions would that 
night be asked of him, he protruded, at first, 
part of his body, from the opening of hb lair, 
and then crept out, inch byinch, onhisbandsand 
knees. Thus he remained for some tJme, 
turning his bead from side to side. All was 
safe, he at length concluded. He then crawled 
to the low crumbling wall, that swept round 
from the gateway, and scrambling over it, like 
an old fen'et, and aquattiug down at its inside, 
again looked and listened, all round him. Still, 
nothing was to be apprehended. At a few 
steps distant, a tangled and forsaken shrub- 
bery, which however, to any one who could 
or would thread it, formed a short cut, to the 
point where he had encountered tlie d<^ 
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watcher, now invited hia further progress. 
Darting into this, .he made way through it, 
with a skill that showed he waa no stranger 
to its difficulties. In a. few minutes it de- 
livered him almost into contact with the ruined 
house- 
Turning to the rear of the building, he 
got iuto it through the almost open space of 
one of the kitchen range of windows, and pro- 
ceeded along an arched stone passage. It was 
pitch dark, but he knew liia way, and did not 
hesitate for an Instant. He entered the cel- 
larage of the house ; traversed it, and arrived 
at another passage, which apparently terminated 
all the under regions of the edifice. But 
this did not satisfy Hobin Costigon. Standing 
over a certain spot, he struck his stick, in a 
measured kind of way, against the floor ; 
paused, repeated the same signal ; and 
presently, close by where he stood, a 
square flag seemed gradually to raise itself 
up — the circumstance becoming observable 
D 3 
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from a dim red light, which broke through 
the orifice it had concealed. The old beggar- 
man then descended a few stone steps, and 
continued throngh an apartment — dripping 
overhead with damp — to a more distant vault. 
Here, two amithy-looking men, were busy at 
a small furnace , or occasionally near to 
it. Costigan joined them, and, imme- 
diately afterwards, the hcn'a hangman added 
himself to the party — the same individual 
who had raised the trap door, to admit 
Kobin into the secret manufactory. It may 
here he noticed, that the contrivance of this 
trap-door was not as old as the building of 
the mansion ; and that it had been devised and 
constructed by Eobin and his friends, in order 
to give any chance passenger, on a level with 
it above, the idea, that there indeed termi- 
nated the under vaults of the house. 

" Well, ould Darby the divil," etdd one of the 
men — the scoundrel was known to his present 
associates, only as Darby Cooney — " well, ould 
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Darby the divil, you're "bravely to-night ; the 
favor isn't goin' through you very intirely." 

" Will ye ever be finished with this job," 
growled Darby, by way of answer. 

" This is the last cast," replied another. 

" We're finiahin' off the laet caetj do you 
think these ull stand the jingle. Darby ? Here, 
you black-muzzled gallows bird ; show these 
to him." 

Darby's nurse brought for inspection to his 
patient, a large pewter dish, full of five-penny 
and ten-penny pieces, and half crowns. Darby 
scrutinized them very closely. 

" They'll do," was his laconic comment. 

" If they wasn't the right sort, we'd hear of 
it," remarked the first man who hod spoken. 

" I don't like botchery, Paul Finnigan, nor 
I don't like prate. Fire to you, sowl an' body, 
you curmudgeon ! Will you take care ov 
yourself, will you ?" 

The first part of this discourse, was a reply 
to Paul Finnigan'e familiarity , the second ac- 
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eompanied with a blow of his cudgel, was ad- 
dressed to his tender joung nurse, who had 
stumbled, and nearly upset the dish of base 
coin, which he was bearing back to the artists^ 

" You're a little cross to-night, Darby the 
divil," said the other man — and he, indeed, was 
an artist in his way, and presumed on his 
clevemess* 

" Let me hear none of your gab neither, 
Molocth,* rebuked Darby, growUngly, '^ will 
you finish the cast to-night, that's the ques- 
tion ?^ 

*' Out an' out, by the hokey poker," replied 
Molocth. 

" Flase God an' we will," assented Finni- 
gan, '* 'twould be the divil's own quare play, 
to be here any longer," 

'* We'll cut to Connaught agen," was the 
suggestion of the grandson of the sick man of 
the hut. 

* The wicked. 
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" An' 'tia high time for ye to be done," re- 
sumed Darby, " a fellow might as well be in 
one of their blackest ccUa, as in that cursed 
pig-aty. My ould bones is knotted together, 
lyin' in id." 

" Bee this holy file," said Molocth, raising 
one of the implements of his art, " 'twas a 
blight thought in you. Darby the diyil, my 
darlin'." 

'* I wasafeard that young jade of an informer 
'ud bring the Bpies on us — an' if they came 
this way, I could give ye wai-ning — that's the 
whole of id; you know I kep ye together, 
these many years, while others war thrapped 
like rata," was Darby's reply. 

" There isn't a betther watohdog, nor a 
betther headpiece, wid the life in liis carcase, 
thia night," complimented Molocth. 

" Hogh ! You're sure you'll be all ready to 
start before day-dawn? That's the talk ;" con- 
tinued Darby authoritatively. 

" 'Tis a'most day already," he was answered. 
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" I'll be on the thramp afore ye— ye know 
where we are bound for at present, and where 
we're to meet together agen." 

" To a place, tiventy-five good miles from 
this, by the hokey pokey." 

" 'Tis a wondher that the whishkey let ye 
remimber id. Ye must be there, aa the dark 
comes on, to-morrow night week. May-be 
I'd want your help. May-be the Babby an' 
myself could manage the job." 

" Bee this hcJy saw," said Molocth, ceasing 
the motion of a very small one, with which he 
was finishing the edges of some halfcrown 
pieces — and aa he spoke he looked fully, from 
beneath his bent brows, into the malignant — 
the hellish eyes of the old beggarman. " Bee 
this holy saw. Darby the divil, I'd a'most lay 
down my own life to stop that business — faugh 1 
'Twill be a sorrowful job to spill the blood o' 
the little crature." 

" What's that you say ?" asked Darby, in a 
slow, inward voice. 
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" I done bad jobs in my lifetime, bud 1 don't 
like this one. She was so comely, when she 
was very young an' amall, that 'twae like the 
Bonahine to my eyes to look on her; an' she 
wouldn't harm the wing ov a fly, herself — ^poor, 
poor thing !" 

Darby Cooney rose up from a large stone, on 
which he had been seated : half limping, half 
running, he passed Molocth, and bending hie 
head forward, glanced searohingly into the face 
of the other man, Fiunigan. In evident alarm 
Finnigan stopt working. 

'' An' what do you say ?" queried Darby. 

" Faith, an' I hardly know what to say." 

Darby Cooney very slowly altered his posi- 
tion ; stepping a few paces back, he stood 
firmly on his outspread legs, and propped him- 
self with both hands, upon his stick. The two 
men quEuled before his regards. The Babby — 
we give him his new appellation — came close to 
his aide, and folding his arms hard, contem- 
plated his old preceptor, with the same steady 
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and studious look he had worn, when watching 
the death throes of the gibbeted hen. A pin 
could be heard to fall, where, just before, there 
had been a din of rasping, and hammering, and 
sawing. 

^^ Do ye remimber the oath that ye took, 
and that I took, and that she took, as well as the 
rest ov us ? Answer me to that question. Do 
ye remimber it? Paul Finnigan, do you re- 
mimber it ? Dinnis Keegan, do you remimber 
it ?" Each of the men answered his question 
affirmatively. 

^^ An' the oath was, that death, by the hands 
ov the rest oy us, was to fall upon any thraitor 
or informer among us, wasn't that the oath — 
wasn't it ? Answer to me again — wasn't it?" 

This question also was assented to. 

^^ An' isn't she a thraitor, an' an informer — 
isn't she ? Isn't she ?" 

" If she was a thraitor," answered Molocth, 
alias Dinnis Ke^an, speaking, however, in a 
wavering tone ; " if she was a thraitor, the 
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spies would be on us by this time ; I don't 
think she is a thraitor, poor young crature." 

" Bee the black divil, bud she le, Dinnia 
Keegan. Didn't she sell my life, ay, my own 
hfe ? Didn't she put the cord upon me ? 
Didn't she bid him to hoidd me fast, an' to 
keep me fast? Aye, aye — she did; and since 
I cum here, wasn't she a thraitor to every one 
ov ye? While I was in that place abroad, 
didn't I send the Babby to watch her ? Tell 
him what you found out, Babby." 

" I bard her tellin' th'ould woman every thing 
she knew ; I was listemn' to her wid my ears, 
an' I waa lookin' at her wid my eyes," imper- 
turbably answered the Babby. 

" Isn't she a thraitor thin ? Isn't she, isn't 
she ?" demanded Darby Cooney, in a grim and 
deadly triumph ; " and though fur the last nine 
months or more, she was left to herself, an' 
had her own way, musn't she be talked to at 
last — musn't she ?" 

The imperfect jui-y were obliged to admit 
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the crime committed agwnst their fraternity, 
" Poor young sowl I" sighed Molocth, as he 
gave in his unwilling verdict, '* poor young 
sow! ! 'tis ail over wld her." 

" To-morrow evening week then, you pro- 
mise to meet me at the close of the day ; do ye 
promise ? do ye f " 

The men gave the promise required ; 
Molooth stipulating however, " if you don't 
want U8 very much intirely, we'd like not to 
put our hands to the work." 

" I tould ye before," replied Darby Cooney, 
" that if the Babby an' myself can do id, we 
won't ax your help ; bud be near us, at yer 
peril — aye, at yer peril. Ye know I have 
other hands to work fur me ; an' take care, 
how ye put me to id, or ye'll rue the day. 
Meet me afther the night fall, to-morrow 
evenin' week — ye know where — an' I say agen, 
at yer peril." 

Darby Cooney's features quivered spasmodi- 
cally, and even his head, liad a momentary 
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shaking fit, as he lield up his stick to eke out 
his threats. Without another word, he then 
hastily limped out of the workshop, silently 
and gravely attended by the Babby. 

The next morning, the people of the neigh- 
bourhood found the materials of the temporary 
hospital, near the gateway of the avenue, 
scattered about in every direction. 
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CHAPTER in. 



The bridal party proceeded homewards from 
Father Comiell's house ; and a strange bridal 
party it was. Scarce a word was interchanged 
between the three persons of whom it was com- 
posed. And their silence was not of that 
nature which is the result of an in-felt happi- 
ness and content, too great for expression by 
words ; it was the silence of apprehension for 
the present, and fear for the future ; misgivings 
of having done wrong, and a dread of over- 
taking punishment. 

Edmund shrunk from contemplating to what 



FATHER CONNELL. 



Jie had exposed Helen, should her father dis- 
cover their clandcstitie marriage. He trembled 
too, at the bare thought of what such a dis- 
covery must entail on hia revered and beloved 
friend. Father Connell ; and his conscienoe now 
continually asked him — " have I not been too 
precipitate, and too aelfieh, in hurrying Helen 
into this irrevocable step V Shoidd I not have 
indeed taken chance for what the probable 
changes, of two or tkrec days, might bring 
about ?" 

He felt his young bride shudder, as she 
leaned upon his arm. Cheeringly he tried to 
apeak to her, but in vain. The sentences came 
cold from his lips. She shivered again. Waa 
she so cold F he asked, No, uo, she was not at 
all oold — it was a fine night enough, Helen 
answered. But still the wretched shuddering 
recurred. " My father's curse I" was the in- 
ternal thought which caused it. " I know he 
will drive me from his door — that will not be 
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much — but oh ! he will curse me too ! My 
dear — and after all, my dearly loved and losing 
father I And do I not deserve it, even for my 
unm^denly and undignified conduct, do I not 
deserve it ?" 

Helen did not indeed deserve quite so much ; 
she soon had her punishment however. 

The only person of the party who had 
no fear for the future, was Miss Beeey 
Lanigan. True it was, she felt in common 
with Edmund and Helen, a great terror of 
<!^iaby Mac Neary ; of his public exposure of 
her amongst her numerous circle of little 
genteel friends ; of his furious anger ; of his 
horrid abuse ; almost of his stick. But then, 
Mr. Q. O. unexpounded I Was there not con- 
solation in the very utterance of his name? 
They arrived at Miss Lanigan's hall door. 
Lounging against one of its Jambs, his bands in 
his cuffs, and turning up one eye and one side 
of hia face to the yoting moon, stood Tom 
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Naddy. On the arrival of the party, he saluted 
each in turn, and then, without a word, 
knocked at the door for tbem. 

" What bringa you here ?" asked Edmund. 

" You have been sent here by my father to 
summon me home?" demanded Helen, much 
agitated. 

'' That's id, butc enough. Miss,'' answered 
Tom Naddy composedly, " an' this isn't the 
first time to-night he sent me cither ; no, nor 
the second time : he's like a mad bull intirely, 
rampi^n' about the house, an' cursin', an' 
Bwearin', tliiit wliin he lays hoult on Miss 
Lanigau — " 

" I vow and protest," interrupted that lady. 

'* My God 1" cried Helen. " Conduct me 
home at once, Miss Lanigan — or no, upstairs 
if you please, for an instant. Edmund," she 
continued, when they had all arrived in the 
miniature drawing-room -^ " Edmund, good 
night— and ferewell too — and do not start or 
gainsay me in what I am going to advise, for 
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both our sakea. I must a]ipear at once before 
my father, so that good-uight is beet said at 
once — and the word that ts made use of, even 
for a longer parting, must also be said at once ; 
we part, indeed, here — on thia very spot, 
to await, wide asunder, better and happier 
days, for our re-raeeting. You will not I 
know be selfish enough to tempt an immedi- 
ate exposure of all that has happened this 
evening, by accompanying ua, or following us 
to my father's — I know you will not ! Nor 
will you, by your appearance in this town, to- 
morrow, run the same risk — so, good-night, 
dear Edmund I — and not a word I pray of you 
again, for the present; I will write to you, 
and you will write to me — and in perfect con- 
fidence we will consult each other on the best 
thing to be done, for the terrible future; — 
dear Edmund, I implore you, if you love me, 
to comply with my wishes in another respect. 
Return this moment to your old priest's house 
— tell him what I recommend you to do, and 
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see if he will not agree with mc — and again 
and again, good-night, dear Edmund I" 

He stood stunned before her, by his great 
affliction ; seeing this, she fell on his neck, and 
added, in a trembling vaice, and with sudden 
tears — " Dearest Edmund, farewell — dearest, 
dearest Edmund I My husband — farewell I" 

One most tender, and almost despairing em- 
brace, the young pair interchanged ; the next 
moment, Helen had nearly dragged Miss Bessy 
Lanigan down her own stairs, and out of her 
own house. Edmund sat alone for some time. 
At length, he started up, and walked rapidly 
in the direction of Father Connell's dwelling. 

Arrived on the steps, before Gaby Mac 
Neary'a hall door, the ladies, when the door 
was opened, bid each other good bye ; in fact, 
Miss Bessy Lanigan would not, for the present, 
face Gaby Mac Neary, if s!ie got a thousand 
pounds for it, she said ; and only leaving her 
best regards and compliments for him, hurried 
home, mincing her steps, and pattering along 
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the streets, as rapidly as a little rheumatic stiff- 
nesBS in her jointa enabled her to do. 

Helen Mac Neary flew into the parlour, 
where she knew she should find her father, 
almost wild with agitation and terror. Without 
allowing him time to utter a word, she flung 
heraclf on her knees, and clasping her hands, 
cried — 

" Dear father, do not be angry with me, iind 
forgive me 1 neither Misa Lanigan nor I 
noticed how the evening wore away — but I 
know I have been out of the house too long — 
forgive mc, oh, forgive me ! Never again will 
I give you cause to be displeased with me, in 
thought, word, or deed ! And am I to go to my 
own room again, this moment? I will do so 
willingly father, oh, most willingly !" 

Gaby Mac Neary was startled at this inex- 
plicable energy and passion ; it was quite dis- 
proportioiied to the occasion. He looked at 
her steadily. She was not weeping; but her 
beautiful face was ghastly, almost haggard : her 
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eyes were distended, and her shining gold hair 
was wildly dbhevelled. Had she indeed taken 
such a dislike towards her suitor, Mr. Stanton, 
that this effect was produced by it ? He brought 
to mind, too, that upon leaving home that even- 
ing her step had been heavy, her htinds and 
limbs trembling, her farewells with him hurried 
and incoherent. Gaby Mac Neary was now 
more than startled; he was frightened and 
alarmed for his child. Again he looked studi- 
ously at her. Her dry, glittering eyes, as she 
still knelt, glanced every other moment over 
her shoulder, towards the open door of the 
parlour. 

" Am I to return to my own room ?" she 
continued, " oh, yes wr, — do, do, let me go I" 

" What's all this, Helen ?" said Gaby, 
holding out his hand to her — " get up child — 
get up out of tliat, you young jade. Sit on 
that chair, near me now — there. Blur-an- 
ages ! what's all this about ? Tell me at once, 
you baggage — good child, I mean — don't go 
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on frightening the life and the liver out of me. 
Did you see a ghost, or Dicky Stanton ? — 
By Gog alive, there's little difference between 
one and the other ; bring your chair closer to 
me ; closer child, come closer to me." 

She obeyed her father's command, but did 
not utter a word, only shivered through every 
limb. Gaby felt that the hand lie held, was like 
death's, clammy cold. He put his huge, fat 
arm, round her little delicate neck ; laid her 
head on his ^shoulder, and fondled her cheek 
with his hand, or twisted her golden curls 
round his finger, and resumed, in a voice ex- 
ceedingly gentle, for him. — 

" Helen, you damned little hussey, don't 
you know you're the pet of the house, and the 
mouse of the cupboard — eh ? Don't you know 
that Helen?" 

This show of aftection, uncouth as it was, she 
was wholly unprepared for, and it went through 
her heart. She remained still unable to speak, 
but turning her head on his shoulder, until her 
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ejea were hidden In it, ahe wept and sobbed 
most iniBcrably. 

" Damn the blood of it, girl, don't cry thut 
way, or you'll make as great a fool of me as 
youreelf ; there, there now, girl, give over now 
I tell you," he gave her a father's kiss. 

" Oh, dear, dear father," Helen could ha^'e 
said, '' do not curse me when you know all;" 
but she only muttered these worda within her- 
self, twining at the same time, her arms around 

*' Blug-a-bouna I girl, you'll put my ehoulder 
out of joint, and I told you you'd make a fool 
of me," and he shook hie lead indignantly, but 
he alfio shook with the motion two large tears 
from his eyes, which fell into Helen's bosom ; 
" be damned to it ! but I never thought this 
would happen to me ; why, Grog-alive, I'll turn 
you out of the house, if ever you make a fool 
of me in this way again, you young baggage." 

" Oh, no, no, no, you will not — I am sure 
you will not — I am sure you never, never will 
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do that! Promise me, dear father, that you 
never, never will do that I" she united her 
hands, and looked with brimming eyes, fully 
into his» 

" Well, I won't poor girl, I won't. ** 

" Never, never, sir I" 

" Well, never, never, then, and be damn'd to 
it." 

** God bless you, dear father, God bless 
you." 

" But blug-a-bouns 1 I don't see what's the 
matter with you yet, at all, at all," Gaby 
became grave and contemplative ; " oh, aye, I 
forgot," again he ruminated ; " tell me, Helen, 
hasn't that chip-in-porridge, that Dick Stanton 
a letter of yours, in answer to one of his, in 
which you accept him as your lover, and future 
husband ?" 

" No, indeed, sir, he has not. On the con- 
trary, sir, he has only a foolish note of mine to 
him, in ridicule of a long, strange letter which 
he wrote to me ; but instead of that note en- 
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couraging bim, it ia a decided refusal of 
him." 

" Blood-an'-thunder-an'-ages I let mc see hia 
letter." 

Helen quickly ran up Btairs for it, returned 
in a,n instant, and placed it in her father's 
hands ; he read it over rapidly. 

" Oh, Grog's-blug-a-bouns ! The sneaking 
mutton-headed osbI and does he call this 
riddle-me-ree a love-letter ! If I don't twiet 
liis long noBe for him, the divil may box 
punch. Oh! ha! Dick Stanton, you were 
putting your finger in my eye, were you ? 
Oh ! tare-an-ages !" And Gaby Mac Neary 
snatched up his last solitary glass of wine, 
emptied it in a jerk, and stamped down the 
empty glass on the table, thereby breaking off its 
shank. Oh I of all the chaps in Christendora, tliat 
harry long legs of a fellow, that's neither fish, 
nor flesh, nor good red herring — to try to hum- 
bug me, in my own house I Oh I" and Graby 
flung the broken glass into the fire-place — 

VOL. in. E 
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'^ Hah I there's his rap at the hall door — but 
don't be afraid Helen — ^hold up your chin, my 
girl, and look merry — ^blur-an-ages ! 'twas no 
wonder for you to get the jaundice, which I 
see you have — at the notion of such a starved 
spider creeping after you ! Get out of the 
room now for a moment — first give me another 
kiss, and don't cry any more I tell you — run 
away now — oh, blood-an-fury I Dicky Stanton, 
to think he could humbug me to my face ! oflf 
with you at once, you little baggage, and leave 
this jockey to me." 

As Helen left the room. Gaby Mac Neary 
flourished his arm over his head. The hall 
door having been opened, Mr. Stanton's boots 
creaked across the hall, and entered the par- 
lour. Mr. Stanton had come to supper, on a 
most express invitation. 

*' Well, sir 1 do you want me ?" began Gaby 
Mac Neary. 

" Sir — the-a — the-a — " and Mr. Stanton 
stood and stammered, the picture of surprise. 
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" The-a — the devil, sir !" continued Gabj, 
" 90, my gentleman, you came into my house 
to play your asaea' thricbs on me, did yon ?" 

" Mr. Mac Neary — sir — the-a — I — the-a — 
really — don't underBtand you, air." 

" If you don't then, 111 soon make you. 
You told me you had a letter from Helen, ac- 
cepting you for her huaband?" 

" And 80 I have, air — the-a — " 

" Let me see it thia moment 1" 

" I will, Bir; I have it here, sir, lying next 
to my heart — In the-a — tle-a — " 

" Well, pull it out of the — the-a, and hand 
it here to me." 

From a pocket on the inside of his waistcoat, 
made expressly for the treasure, by his own 
bands, Q. O. unexpounded drew forth the 
answer to his letter, from G. O. unexpounded. 
Guby Mac Neary snatched it from him, and 
read it twice Over. 

" And what the devil clo you ciiU this hodge- 
podge? Is thia the letter, accepting you aa 
E 3 
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$Miuid» of MM ffilJif, c oatiip t rw»i we fear. 
beatalltzsBabted; '"^phn! pka! get oat ^tm 
stapid brate ! CHi, Gog-ofiTe ! wbak m paattr 
fellow lo come coortiaag into sdt muis home! 
And yoQ bad tbe damn'd asBonnoe to tdl me 
that you had a ktter fiom mj das^ter, ac- 
cepting your propoeak ?" 

^^ And sir, isnt that the-a— '^ 

^^ No it isn't I No it isn% you poor, creep- 
ing, crawling aumshmeif No — hat it is a note, 
refusing you to your teeth, and lan^iing at you 
to your face, you poor stuttering animal. Gret 
out of my sight, this moment, and let me never 
hear your sugar-a-candy boots screeching 
within my doors again I" 

" Mr. Mac Neary— '^ 

" Mr. Tom the divil I — go home, I tell you I" 
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and Gaby bounced up and seized his stick ; Mr. 
Stanton would have expostulated, but as hia 
late fi-iend strode towards him he prudently re- 
treated, shutting the parlour door between 
himself and his host, and holding its handle on 
the outside. Giaby, still threatening and ex- 
claiming, reseated himself by the fire. In a few 
seconds the door slowly opened again, and Mr. 
Stanton half entered in. 

" Mr. Mac Neary," he began, when whirl 
and smack went Gaby's stick against hia shins : 
the door was then quickly recloaed, and Mr. 
Stanton's boots were heard as quickly creak- 
ing a retreat out of the house. 

Gaby rang the belL Tom Naddy answered 
it; and, indeed, this was no great trouble, a^ 
he had not been far out of the way. 

" Tell Miss Mac Neajy to come here, you 
brat." 

Tom shouldered off. Helen soon appeared. 

" You needn't be much afraid of that creep- 
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ing bug-a-bow any longer, Helen ; I don't think 
hell show his nose here for some time to come. 
But what the divil is this over again ? Why 
you look as if you wanted to get him back I 
What's the matter with you now girl ?" 

*' My dear, dear father, I am thankful to you 
beyond what I can say." 

" Why, then, a damned queer way you have 
of showing it. Why don't you look glad, if 
you are glad ?" 

My dear good father, don't be angry with 



me. 
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Blood-an-fury-an-ages, girl ! I thought 
you'd be ready to dance cover-the-buckle for 
joy ; havn't you even thanks to offer me ?" 
** Indeed I am most thankful, sir — " 
'' And if you are most thankful, why do you 
look as if you were going to be hanged ? Do 
you want to drive me mad again ? Damned 
well for Stanton to get rid of you, I believe — 
oh, may the man that tries to do good to a 



FATHER CONNEIiLt 79 

petticoat, whoever may wear it, or whatever she 
may be to him — may that fellow be cursed by 
act of Parliament,* I say." 

Gaby Mac Neary was stumping off to bed ; 
Helen called out after him, to return, and say 
God bless her, before they separated for the 
night. Gruffly enough, he acceeded to her 
request, and then left her alone. She looked 
round the cheerless parlour, clasped her hands, 
and whispered shudderingly to herself — " oh, I 
am'punished akeady — oh, had I but waited one 
day ! And my father has yet to know all !" 

Trying to escape from her own thoughts, she 
also hurried to her bed-chamber. And thus 
ended Helen's bridal night. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



When Nelly Carty first annonnced to the 
beggar girl, under her own roof, among the 
shower of houses, that she was her mother, 
Mary felt delighted at the disclosure. The 
novelty of finding herself claimed as a child by 
any human creature, was grateful to her pre- 
vious sense of utter loneliness in the world. 
The woman's zeal and energy, and indeed 
success, in saving her from the efiects of Darby 
Cooney's visit, naturally aroused her gratitude 
also. But Nelly Carty, by telling her that she 
had yet to make sure of the fact of her parentage, 
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caused to arise in Mary's mind a. doubtj which 
helped to chill the further growth of these 
feelings. She afterwarda inatnicted her to 
conceal, for the present, the whole matter from 
Father Connell, and the doubt grew stronger. 

Maiy went to live with Father Connell; 
and for some time hearing or seeing nothing of 
Nelly Carty, and gradually becoming inspired 
with new aflections, to say nothing of her 
dwelling constantly on an old, and an over- 
mastering one, almost allowed the circumstance 
to pasa out of her thoughts. Time still went 
by, and she grew indifferent to it; and by 
degrees, as the improvement of her mental and 
moral habits . progressed, Mary nearly wished 
that slie might never liear any thing more 
about it. In fact, slic now felt a repugnance 
to being proved to be the child of the imfor- 
tunate Nelly Carty. She had had opportunity 
atforded her, of knowing what good people 
were, and of being loved and protected by good 
people, and her mis^vings, and her recollec- 
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tions told her that the potato-beggar was not 
one of the good. 

In about three months, as Mary knelt on an 
evening, witli crowds of other persons, in the 
dusk of the little chapel, preparing to approach 
the confessional, she felt her cloak plucked 
gently by some one who knelt close behind 
her, and was turning her head, when in a very 
cautious whisper, almost at her ear, she was 
thus addressed : — 

** Don't stir, or say a word, ma-colleen-beg, 
only listen well to the words you'll hear. I 
am Nelly Carty, your misfortunate mother; 
an' I tould you I'd make you an' all the world 
sure that you were my child ; an' ever since 
you set eyes on me last, sure I was out of this 
town, far away, roamin' here an' there, to thry 
an' come across the man, that is the only 
crature on the face ov the earth can do it; 
but I couldn't lam tale or tidin's ov him ; he's 
at none of his ould quarthers, widin thirty 
miles ov us, any how ; bud he's off, off, a great 
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way intirely, tliis time, fur a rason lie haa I'm 
thinkin'. Well, avaumeen, don't be afeard but 
that I'll make him out for you, sooner or 
later ; an' until I do, I'll never come an' dis- 
turb your pace an' quiet in the priest's house. 
Au' avock .' unless it was to see you as my child, 
that I'd come, to the ould priest's dour, little 
husiueas I'd have there. I'm not a good woman 
my cuishla, an' th'ould man wouldn't let me next 
or nigh you; an' I'm kneelin' here to-night, 
not fur the confession, or fur the prayers, the 
Lord look down on me an' help me I bud only 
that I may have this talk wid you, unkiiownst to 
him, and to every body. Ah, now the Heavens 
be wid you, ma-coUeen-beg ; I'll soon be on 
the thramp ugen, after that man, an' if mortial 
wit can do id, I'll make you sure, Bure, sure." 

Mary now heard Nelly Carty arise from her 
knees behind her, and walk in her heavy, hob- 
nailed brogues, out of the chapel. 

This incident once more disturbed, for a 
time, the quiet of the heggar-^irl's lot ; ehc 
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feared every clay, the return of Ne]ly Carty, 
with the full proofs, she seemed ao confidently 
to promise. But time etill passed away ; and, 
the potato-beggar not appearing, and Mary 
being now more and more occupied, and more 
and more beloved by her new friends, again 
auftered the matter very seldom to occupy her 
mind. It was not till the very day of her first 
communion, that she caught another glance of 
her self-called mother, Mary ivaa just arising 
from her knees, before the railings of the altar, 
when the poor woman appeared, squatted, 
Turk-wise, among the crowd, straight before 
her, her hands clasped on her lap, her eyes 
fixed on her supposed child, and streaming 
tears, and her lips wide apart— ^agape in fact, 
with the great admiration and interest, which 
will give to the human mouth that expression. 

'■" G-od bless you cuishla-mackree" hoarsely 
whispered Nelly Carty, as Mary made her way 
through the crowd, to pray prayers of thanks- 
giving in a secluded corner. 
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" Amen — an' the same to you, good woman," 
answered Mary, raising her own moist eyea 
upward. 

The next day, and the next, and the uezt, 
Mary again experienced disquietude, anticipa- 
ting Nelly Carty'a appearance at Father Con- 
ncll's door. But she need not have been so 
troubled. 

A second time the potato-beggar had in- 
deed returned to her town, after a vain search 
tor Robin Coatigan. True, she had succeeded 
ia ascertaining that he, and Ms gang, had re- 
cently been hovering about the old mansion, 
twenty-five miles off; but she had also made 
sure, that none of them were at present in its 
neighbourliood, nay, in itself — not even ex- 
cepting its most secret vaults. And whither 
Hobin Costigan had slipped away, she had no 
clue to conjecture. Upon the chance that he 
might be found in Joan Flaherty's hovel, she 
liad come back to the shower of houeea, though 



86 FATHER CONNELL. 

not to her own old tenement. She was still at 
fault. 

But an occurrence, totally unconnected with 
him, now absorbed her whole mind and soul. 
She heard of Edmund Fennell's re-appearance, 
from Dublin, in his native city. Her heart 
misgave her, as to the cause of this event. 
She learned that he endeavoured to remain in 
secret, as much as possible. She watched him 
closely ; she dogged him, and the rest of the 
bridal party, to Father Connell's door; through 
all their disguise, recognized who his compani- 
ons were — and upon this discovery, though the 
woman had no reason to suspect the private 
marriage, arose a further ordeal of trial and 
punishment for Helen Mac Neary. 

Gaby Mac Neary had, for a good portion of 
the summer, resided with his daughter, in a 
handsome cottage, about two miles from the 
town. There was little of architectural beauty 
or stateliness in the edifice, but it was respect- 
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ab!o, and very comfortable; and tliough not 
porrounded liy aristocratic parks or pleasure 
grounds, still it bad it's acooiupaniments of 
garden, and orcbard, and slirubberies, and 
groves, and hedge-row lanes; with its hand- 
some lawn, sweeping before it. On particular 
business, he had been obliged to return to the 
town, during the days we have last met him 
there ; hut on the very morning after Helen's 
clandeetine marriage, finding hie buBiuesB con- 
cluded, lie returned to what ought to have been 
his happy country home. 

Helen was glad of the change ; glad of any 
thing, that coidd serve to divert her mind, 
from seriouB thinking, of which, for the pre- 
sent at least, she was Incapable. Arrived at 
the little villa, she wandered about, all day 
long, ivhenevcr she could escape from her 
father, walking fast, in the open air, and 
scarcely pausing a moment, to rest herself, or 
look around her. After dinner she was again 
out, in the fields, or along the green lanes, and 
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evening — almost night indeed — stole upon her, 
ere she thought of returning to lier futher's 
roof. 

It waa not a bright night, though there was 
a moon; for large masses of clouds, with 
woolly, silvered edgea, sailed in quick succes- 
sion) across the beautifid planet, scarcely ever 
allowing her to give raore than a flash of her 
magic light, at a time : while only scraps of 
the deep hlue aky were visible, between their 
interstices. It blew a breezy blast too, and 
corn-fields were undulating and rustling all 
around her, and the landrzul was creaking, 
loudly and incessantly, in the late meadow ; 
aud the trees were waving to and fro, in the 
breeze, not violently but gracefully ; and watch- 
dogs began to bark, at every side, and at diffe- 
rent distances ; while from afar the broken 
msh of the river, making way, in that direc- 
tion, over an uneven bed, would have fallen 
pleasantly upon any ear but her'a. 

She was hurrying homeward, through one of 
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the boslieens, or green Lanes, juet alluded to, 
when a figure broke through the deep shadow, 
in which one of ita sides was wrapt, and stood 
on the path a few paces before her. 

Helen uttoed a little, low scream, turned, 
and retreated : but the figure advanced quickly 
upon her, caught her by her dress, and detained 
her. She now faced round coursigeously, and 
confronted a tattered, middle-aged, woman, 
whose black eyes, flashing in a momentary 
gleam of the moonlight, fixed upon her's and 
expressed much vigour and dai-ing. 

" You needn't be in the laste afeared ov me, 
Miae," the woman said, " I come here to meet 
you, fur your good, an' not fur evil to you j 
'twas too free ov me to lay hold on you, I know 
— by far too free, fur the likea ov me; bud I 
have words to say that you ought to hearken to ; 
an' if you'll stand an' spake to me I'll take ray 
hand from your coat — will you stand an' spake 
to me ?" 

" Who are you?" 
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'* Nothin' more nor less, than an unfortunate 
beggar, that thramps, on her bare feet, from 
momin' until night, to seek the bit an' the 
sup.'* 

'^ And what business can you have with 
me?" 

'' That's to be tould. Will you stand and 
spake to me, Miss Helen Mac Neary? 'Twill 
be useful for you to hear my words. Tell me 
that you'll stand and spake to me." 

" And how comes it that you know me so 
well ?" 

^' There is few widin twenty miles round, 
that I don't know. Miss ; sure I see everybody, 
some time or other. But you'll make the pro- 
mise to me. Miss, an' I'll take away my hand, 
as I ought to do ? Promise me to stand an' 
spake to me." 

" Well, I do promise ; and now, say what- 
ever you have to say, good woman." 

'^ Thankee, Miss. But I am not a good 
woman, Miss ; I am far, far from id. I didn't 
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larii to be good, whin I wae young, un' what 
I didn't larn thinj I didn't care about whin I 
was ould. I waa comely whin I was ov your 
age, Mis3 ; but 'twould be betther to mc, than 
millions ov mouvy, that I was blind, an' broken- 
backed, an' fit only to te kicked out ov the 
way, by every pasacr-by. An' young cratureo 
have a notion, that beauty will do all an' every 
thing fur them ; bud many a one Uvea to curse 
the face, that brings only shame an' sorrow to 
its wearer ; an' I know now, whin 'tis too late, 
that if there's pace fur a woman, rich or poor, 
in her onld age, 'tia by keepin' herself frum ein 
and shame whin she is young ; an' whin once a 
young girl goes wrong, every one she knew 
afore is liard upon her; an' she is forced to take 
up wid people worse nor licraelf ; an' slie goes 
on from evil to evil, an' slie never raises her 
head again — never — never." The woman drooped 
her shoulders for a moment, and groaned, 

" And," ehe resumed, " the poor young 
crature can laugh an' sliout too, aftlier a time; 
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but it isn't joyful she is — no—" she looked 
straight but vaguely before her, aa if taking a 
long retrospect of the sinful and mysterious 
past — " no, it isn't — joyful she is." 

" This is all very shocking," siud Helen, 
deeply affected, " but what can it have to do 
with me? What is your real business with 



" Take care ov yourself, Miss Helen Mac 
Neary," pursued the woman, not seeming to 
have noticed the interruption. " You're not 
sthronger against a stlirong temptation than 
another wid a handsome face." 

" What, woman !" 

" And if you havn't already gone asthray, 
the path that must lead you asthray isn't far 
frum your feet." 

" You are a bold an' an impertinent woman," 
said Helen, walking fast away, now in the 
direction of her home. 

*' No matther about that," answered the stran- 
ger, darting after her, and again catching at her 
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dress. "Hear all I have to say, young lady. 
I tould you it would be useful to you to listen 
to me. I never was a wife, an' yet I was a 
mother. About eighteen years ago, I had a 
daughter, as beautiful aa the aun in May — too 
beautiful fur such a mother to have. Before 
her third year, she was stole away frum me. 
I thought I'd never lay eyes on her agen. 
Bud I found her since then ; an' that 
christian crature never lived, that is more 
comely to look at, than she is. You are comely 
yourself, young lady, but she is beyond you. 
I thought my ould, wicked heart, was dead an' 
froze widin' me : bud at the sight of my lost 
an' found daughter, I felt there was nature in 
id still ; she brought the life, and the love back 
to id agen. An' I remimber times gone by ; 
I remimber my own misfortunes ; an' if any 
mother ever kep evil away from her child — 
evil to her body, or evil to her sowl — that evil 
will I keep frum my child. Aye, by the sky 
above my head ! Aye, an' by Him that is 
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above the sky I The man or the woman that puts 
hurt or harm, grief or sorrow, upon my child^ 
must feel bitther vengeance come upon their 
heads^ for the deed. Are you hearkenin' to me, 
young lady ?" 

^' I am, indeed ; but surely, I have never 
harmed or injured your daughter ?" 

'^ You have harmed her, an' you have 
injured her— though you didn't know you were 
doin' id. Bud let you know id now, from my 
mouth ; and let the words of my mouth caution 
you." 

'* Why, I do not even know your daughter." 

" Bud for all that, you are the bittherest foe 

ahe has, upon the face of the earth." 

" I cannot possibly understand you." 

" Thin I'll give you the knowledge. Miss 

Helen Mac Neary ; an' forewarned, forearmed 

you know. My caUeeriy my child, that is left me, to 

warm the ould heart widin me — she Jias the deep 

love for Edmund Fennell, an' Edmund Fennell 

has the love for her — aye, aye — you may start 
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back, an' you may knit your proud young eye- 
brows at me — bud she loves him, an' he loves 
her I An' no wondher that he should love my 
colleen dhass — for you couldn't look at her, 
widout loving her. An' my daughter, my 
colleen, sha'n't walk in her mother's road, if 
that poor, wicked mother can put a bar afore 
her. Bud you stand between the boy she 
loves and her, and you must not stand between 
them. You must not thry to coax Ned Fennell 
from my colleen. Ned Fennell must be my 
daughter's wedded husband — or my curse, an' 
my vengeance, will cling 'to whoever hindhers 
him I An' do you undherstand me now, my 
proud young lady ?" 

During the latter part of this speech, the 
beggar woman raised her bare arm, high above 
her head ; her tattered mantle had fallen from 
about her face, allowing her grey hair to be 
fluttered by the breeze ; and again, as if ex- 
pressly to give effect to her appearance, the 
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moonlight Hashed for an inetant upon her 
features and figure, Bhowing her eyes glittering 
with aaticipated fury, and her teeth clenched in 
determination. 

" You'll stand fur me now, I seej" she re- 
sumed, " widout houlding you, Mies Mac 
Neary." 

Helen did not hear her, or at least, did not 
heed her, and made no immediate answer. She 
stood apart from the woman, vaguely staring at 
her, her head erect, her features and her whole 
air stem, for one bo young. She dropped her 
eyes (juicbly upon the ground, and her face 
changed into a thoughtful expression, though a 
stern one still. 

" And if this be true," she at first asked her- 
self, " for what have I braved my father's anger 
and my father's curse ? If this be true, on 
what kind of man have I bestowed my heart's 
love, and to what Hnd of man have I vowed a 
marriage vow ? But can it be true ?" 
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Another short pause of thought, and she 
addressed tlje potato-beggar. 

" Your name is — I forget if you told it me 
before ; but what is yoiir name ?" 

" Nelly Carty, Misa." 

" You live in the town yonder ?" 

Nelly assented, describing, with some vanity, 
her independent holding, on Gallows' Green. 
Helen shuddered for an instant, at the thought 
of her husband over forming an improper 
connexion] with the daughter of such a woman. 

'' How do you know that Mr. Fennell and 
your daughter are acquainted in the way you 
say?" 

" How dov I know ? Didn't I see them 
together ? Didn't I hear them talking together ? 
Didn't I hear their kiss ? An' don't I remimber 
what the love is between two young people ?" 

Nelly Carty alluded to the night of the fire, 
in Nick Mc Grath'a house, when Edmund and 
the beggar girl had an interview in Joan Fla- 

VOL. m. F 
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herty'a hut, which she had imperfectly wit- 
nesaed over the cross wall of her dwelling. 

" And you solemnly asBure mc of this ?" 

" I'll Bwear id afore the priest fur you ; an' 
more betoken, if you go this moment to the 
same priest that 1 am now thtnkin' of, you'll 
hear more ov my daughter, Mary Carty." 

" ^Vhat ! Does she live under Father Con- 
nell's roof?" 

" An' she docs so," answered Nelly Carty. 
" HeMtee, Mias. Didn't you happen to come 
across her, or gee her, whin you went there, 
wid Masther FenneU late yesterday evenin' ?" 

Helen atarted, as she recollected the stealthy 
witness of her marriage, of whom she had 
caught only a vague glimpse in the darkeome- 
iiess of the little hall ; nnd she was now shocked 
and terrified, upon grounds distinct from her 
apprehensione of Edmund FcnncU's unworthi- 



WoE the wrctt^ed woman before her — 



horrible to think ! But was the wretched 
woman before her acquainted, through her 
daughter, with the deadly secret of her private 
marriage ? 

" How do you know," she resumed, " that I 
was at Father Conuell's last night ? Did this 
daughter of your's tell you so ?" 

'* Why, thin, no, Misa Helen Mac Neary, 
she did not tell me so. She tells me nothia'. 
She can tell me nothin'. We don't spake a 
word wid one another. We are not let to speak 
a word wid one another. The ould priest would 
not let ufi ; for he has made Mary Carty a good 
girl, an' he knows well that her mother is not a 
good woman ; an' bo he wouldn't let the wicked 
mother come near the innocent child." 

This was a relief. If Helen's rivgi were so 
carefully cherished in all good ways by so good 
a man, as Helen knew Father Connell to be, 
and protected i^ainst this woman, who called 
herself her mother, how could she be evil or 
bad ? Or how could Edmund Fennell and she 
F 3 
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obtain opportunities for such an interview as 
tho pptato-beggar reported herself to have 
witnessed ? This was a relief, if it were true. 
But, on the authority of such a person, was it 
true? And was anything that had been 
uttered by that person true ? There was a con- 
flicting incoherence in everything she had 
heard, and yet a plausibility, which irritated 
Helen. 

'^ Woman," she cried out, after a harrassing 
pause, ** you must belie Mr. Fennell ; he can- 
not be what you would describe him to me." 

*' An' what is that?" asked the beggar angrily. 

*' He is not — oh, I know he is not — such a 
low, base profligate." 

" I called the young man by no such name, 
Mies. Bud I have my fears for the future," — 
answered the beggarwoman, again fiercely show- 
ing her former energy. " An' I only say what I 
said afore. Let him or let her that would 
hindher them frum bein' lawfully married take 
care what they do." 
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And this was another blessed relief to Helen. 
She saw plainly, from the woman's present 
meaning, that it was impossible her marriage 
could be known to her. But still her mind was 
greatly tormented. She paused for another 
moment, and took her resolution to escape 
from all her uncertainty ; and then said — 

" Well, Good-evening; and don't speak 
loud or hold me by my dress, as you have done 
before ; I am not afraid of you woman — let me 
go on my way, to my father's house ; good 
night." ' 

^' The good night to you thin. Miss; bud 
though you're not afraid of me, may be you'd 
hearken to one word more that I have to say 
to you ; may be you'd hear another rason why 
you ought not to stand in the way, between 
Neddy Fennell an' Mary Carty. You're goin' 
home to your father, you say, I'm glad to 
hear id ; fur listen, Miss. Mary Carty is'nt 
goin' home to her father this night ; an' yet. 
Miss, fur as proud as you stand there afore me. 
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hearkee to the word more I have to say — the 
man that is your father is Mary Carty's father," 

Helen turned, in utter astonishment, to 
queation the woman ; but she had fled. Avail- 
ing herself of some way, near at hand, of which 
Helen was ignorant, but with which, she was 
well acquainted, Nelly Carty had quite disap- 
peared. The lonely girl looked round, in 
every direction, with a strong impulse to 
follow her; but, recollecting that her father 
must now, long have expected her at home, she 
checked the impulse, and hastened towards the 
house. 

The determination, to which she had come, 
she soon put into execution, after her arrival at 
home. Certain, that Edmund Fennell must 
have complied with her entreaties, on the pre- 
vious niglit, to return to Dublin, she now 
wrote him a short note, directed to hia address, 
in that city : — 
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« Edmund, 

'* The instant you receive 
this, I conjure you by your declared love for 
me — and what is more — by my sincere love for 
you — to come back immediately, and remove 
from my mind, doubts, sprung up, since our 
parting — ^the only doubts, which, if you cannot 
explain them away — must ever make me 
miserable, at the thought of being 

" Your wife," 



And this note she gave in charge to Tom 
Naddy, peremptorily commanding him, to put 
it in the post office of the town, two miles off, 
that very night; and indeed, Tom was not 
faithless to his trust. 

Helen sat for some time, with as good a face 
as she could wear, in her father's presence. 
Both then retired for the night 
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And thus ended the second night, of Helen's 
honeymoon. 

But the punishment of disobedience and in- 
discretion, was not over. 
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CHAPTER V. 



On re-entering his house, after seeing the 
young husband and wife, beyond the threshold 
of his outside door, upon the evening of the 
unhappy marriage, Father Connell, still very 
saddened and meditative, again sat down in his 
little parlour. Mrs. Molloy could hear him 
sigh, and even groan, very often. His 
thoughts tried to occupy themselves with the 
new misfortune — for in his estimation, misfor- 
tune it was— that had happened under his roof 
that evening; namely, the witnessing the 
marriage of Edmund and Helen, by Mary 
F 5 



106 



FATHER CONNELL, 



Cooney. His displeasure waa high against hia 
housekeeper, for having suffered the poor girl 
to leave her bed roora, on the occasion. As to 
Mary, he feared much from her, on account of 
the unlucky circumstance. So, he sat a con- 
siderable time, revolving what was beet to be 
done, and finally, summoned Mrs. Molloy to 
his presence. 

Mrs. Molloy knew what she was called in 
for ; she also knew, in her heart, of what a 
dangerous negligence elie had been guilty, and 
was really sorry for the crime ; but not quite 
so much so, as she pretended to be. For she 
entered the parlour, hanging down her huge 
head upon her breast, holding upon her fore- 
finger her stiff check apron to her eyes, and 
uttering the little and broken sobs, which 
would intimate, the gradual dying away, of a 
great storm of grief. Not more than twice in 
her life before, had she deemed it necessary to 
become so utterly afflicted; indeed, as may be 
called to mind, it was far from being her usual 
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metliod of eluding her maater'a wrath ; at pre- 
aent, howeverj eho feai-ed more Ihan ever she 
had done, the priest's displeasure, and hence, 
the very rare occurrence of her eelf-humiliated, 
tearful, and contrite air. 

At the very first eight of her repentant 
sorrow, Father Connellj as she had anticipated 
would be the case, half forgave her her oiience. 
He addressed her, however, very gravely. 

" I thouglit, Mrs. Molloy, I had laid my 
strict commands on you, to keep that pour 
child out of the way, during what was going 
on here, this evening?" 

Firat suffering to escape her, many of the 
little siiiffling sobs, just spoken of, the house- 
keeper assured the priest, that she thought she 
had turnedthe key inthe lock, of their bed-room 
door — for in Mrs. Molloy's sleeping chamber, 
a little bed had been put up for Mary — but, as 
it would appear, she really had not done bo, 
and " sure that was her only fault ; sure his 
reverence knew, as well as she did, that no 
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creature alive could be more careful than she 
was, ever and always; only that the lock of 
that misfortunate dom*, ever since the day it 
was nailed on, had a fashion of — " 

Father Connell interrupted her, — '^ Mrs. 
Molloy, can you tell me, if the poor child fully 
imderstood what was going on ? or that she had 
been long enough in the hall to understand it." 

Mrs. Molloy was quite sure that she did, and 
that she had. 

^' That is unfortunate, Mrs. Molloy, that 
i^ very, very unfortunate ; very unfortunate 
for us all, to say nothing of the affliction to 
herself. Is the poor young thing quieter now, 
Mrs. MoUoy ?" 

'* A little sir. I had the world an' all ov' 
throuble, tryin' to coax her wid my two arms 
round her neck, and to pet her, an' to rason 
wid her afore I could get her to stop cryin', 



sir." 



" And is she in bed yet, Peggy ?" 
" No, SU-." 
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" Then, Peggy, the best thing you can do I 
believe, is to send her here to me till I speak a 
word with her too — don't you think so, Peggy ; 
80 go out to her, Peggy, and tell her I want to 
apeak to her, the poor child ; and Peggy, as 
soon as you come back here with her, you 
needn't stay in the parlour, Peggy ; I want to 
say something to her alone." 

The housekeeper accordingly withdrew; re- 
turned in a moment with her young chai^; 
ushered her barely inside the parlour door, and 
closed it on her, shutting herself out. 

Mary performed her little drop-curtsey, on 
the spot where she wae, and then stood stock 
still, her arms hanging hj her sides, her head 
and eyes cast down, her face very pale, and a 
wretched expression about her compressed lips — 
the expression of a kind of resigned despair, 
which, oji the features of one ho young and so 
handsome, it was miseratle to see- 
After gazing a moment at lier, the old priest 
silently held out both hia handa to the jToor 
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girL She caught the motion by a sudden 
glance upwards ; let fall her eyes again on the 
ground, again made her simple curtsey, and 
advanced to his side. He closed his hands 
upon one of hers, and over, and over again, 
pressed it vigorously. 

" Well, well, my child; well, well. It can't 
be undone now, and I see you are sorry for it ; 
there now, there. It was a very wrong thing 
indeed to do; in this house, my pet, my 
business is often of a secret nature, which 
ought not to be pryed into, or spyed into ; but 
there now, there; I am sure you meant no 
harm." 

He released her hand ; she slided without a 
word, to the back of his old arm-chair, and 
there remained still. In a little time — *' I 
didn't come to spy, or to pry, sir," she said 
timidly, and in a whisper. 

** And why did you come at all, then, my 
poor child ?" 

** To look at him, sir — to look at him, once 
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agen, an' he such a long, long wliile away from 
me ; I didn't know wbat he vrss In the houaei 
for — och, och, I didu't 1 Och, if I did sure I 
coidd never atay in the house." 

" And I believe you, my child, I believe 
you ; I believe that you did not come to pry, 
or to spy ; but it is wrong to talk of not stay- 
ing in the house, Mary. And tell me, my 
child. How did you come to learn that Mr, 
FenneU was here at all ?" 

" I hard the eound of his voice, air, into 
Mrs. MoUoy'a bedroom, through the hall, an' 
through the kitchen — an' if twenty halla an* 
kitchens were between me, an' the sound of his 
voice, och, wouldn't I hear id? wouldn't I?" 

" Well, I am glad to eee you so gratefiJ, 
Mary ; it ia a very good thing, my cliildj to be 
grateful to our benefactors." 

" It is, sir ; I know it ia. Bud, och, sir, 
there's more than that in id, Afther all that is 
come an' gone, I love him in the heart yet, sir; 
och, I do — I do love him in the heart." 
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*' To be sure, my child, to be sure you do ; 
you love him with a grateful love, which is due 
to the first friend you ever knew ; and with a 
sisterly love, which you felt you owed to him 
for the brotherly love he promised you, the 
last time he went to see you on the Green ; and 
also, for his love to you since, in giving me the 
means, under God, of keeping you in this poor 
house, Mary; for a poor house it is child, 
unless when it is helped by a good, rich person 
like him ; and you owe him the love, too, my 
child, for enabling me to have you here, and 
make a good christian of you, and a good little 
girl of you, and to keep you from Darby 
Cooney ; and a good girl you have become, my 
poor child, a very good girl ; and so, all that 
is right, Mary, right and proper, and like a 
good christian, and I told you all along, that 
was the way to love him, my child." 

'* I know, sir, I know ; bud what's the use 
ov hidin' it frum you, of all the people on the 
face ov the earth ? For all the rasons that you 
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laid down, bit, I love him, an' I thank him ; I 
don't forget a single thing that ever he done 
for me, from the very first hour we came acrosa 
each other. Whin he was the tendher hearted 
little boy, that shared hla own little breakfast 
wid me, an' I hungry an' wantin' it sorely ; 
an' that pelted down Darby Cooncy for me ; — 
och, no, I remimber id all; all that he has 
done fur me, up to thia very day. An' fur all 
that, I love him, eir, in the way you aay ; bud, 
och, eir, over an' above all that, I love him I 
Och, sir, she was a beautiful crature, an' a 
grand crature, an' a stately crature, that you 
married him to here, thia evenia' — wasn't she. 



" Hush. Mary 1 hush, my child. You had 
no right to know anything of that ; and you 
have no right ever to apeak of it, ever, ever to 
say a word about it. Do you know, Mary, 
that if that marriage was spoken of, out of this 
house, "he and the poor young lady, that ia now 
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his lawful wife, would thereby suffer great 
misery." 

'* No, sir — bud would they ?" asked Mary 
in breathless interest. " Why so, sir ? How, 
sir?" 

** It is unnecessary^ my poor child, that you 
should be made acquainted with the reasons, 
how and why ; but I am sure you will believe 
your old priest's word, when he tells you as 
much^ I am sure you will, Mary ; and when he 
repeats to you, that if the unfortunate marriage 
you were an eye-witness to this evening, should 
become known, for the present at least, the 
world hardly ever saw a more unhappy young 
pair than your friend Mr. Fennell, and his 
poor young wife would be ; oh, yes, my chil4> 
a betrayal of that secret, would indeed make 
them very, very wretched. And you take my 
word for it now, Mary ? You take my word 
for it, my good girl ?" 

'* I do, I do, rir," she replied, in a trembling 
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yoice. " I do, I do, sir — the poor young ci-a- 
turesl An' ia ttat the way that the sorrow 
comes upon them in their early days ? An' is 
that all that the love ean do for them ? Bud, 
sir," she went on, after a moment's pause, 
" sure there's one comfort for them, any how. 
Sure their sacret can never be broke through, sit 
— never, never, air. There's only one that you 
could have a fear ov breakin' through id, air — 
an' sure she's too good a woman, an' she loves 
an' she fears God an' you, air,' too well to do id 
— isn't she, air ? Doean't she, sir ?" demanded 
poor Mary, now very eagerly. 

Father Connell was suddenly and deeply af- 
fected. It was plain to him that so remotely did ahe 
put herselfout of the question of betrayal of the 
aecretjMary did not even dream that any one could 
suspect her of the act. And now he would not 
proceed a step farther, to blow a doubt of her- 
self over the unsullied mirror of her own mind. 
Besides, it would have been unnecessary to do 
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SO. Perfectly and thoroughly satisfied he was 
that Edmund Fennell's secret marriage would 
never be divulged to a human being by Mary 
Cooney. 

And yet, he asked himself, is there not some 
human temptation to make her act differently ? 
Would every one feel as free as this poor child 
does, on the occasion, of jealousy, and the sins 
it whispers us to commit ? He put back his 
hand to her, over his chair ; she laid hers in it, 
and he continued aloud : — 

" Now, may the Lord bless you, my child ;" 
but recoDecting that he must answer her ques- 
tions as to Mrs. MoUoy's trustworthiness, he 
added — " No, no, my child ; I have the fullest 
faith in Mrs. Molloy, and I put my entire con- 
fidence in her. No, no, my child, you are right, 
very right. She wouldn't do such a thing, I do 
believe, for the whole wide world." 

" Thank God I" said Mary, heaving a long, 
long sigh, but not a very unhappy one. 

'^ And now, come round here, to me, my 



PATHBR CONHBLL. 



good child, and my very good child, for your 
to-night's blessing." 

She did so, meekly aad gracefully, kneeling 
on one knee, and bowing her forehead, on her 
BmalJ clasped hands. The priest raised one of 
his, a little above her head, and prayed down, 
in a more lengthened prayer than nsual, the 
blessing, and the grace, and the help of her 
God, upon the young snfferer. 

" And now agiun, Mary, I have one word to 
say to you, before yon go to bed ; you are get- 
ting very lazyj Mary my child — oh ay, you 
may atare at me, with your mouth wide open 
— but I tell you you are, Mary ;" the old man 
laughed ; " there's the flower-bed, at the right 
band side of the aummer-house, and I saw two 
weeds in it to-day ; worse than that ; there's 
my grand new surplice, that I would let no one 
but yourself put the nice work on — and it's 
not finished yet. And Mick Dempeey tells me, 
that he waa obliged to take back the last book 
he lent you — the wonderful life and history of 
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KobinsoQ Cruaoe, he says — because yon read 
it too often, and didn't pay attention enough to 
your lessons for him. And now, you are a 
lazy little Mary — aren't you ? So, go along to 
your bed now, you little husaey, and if ever I 
have to make a complaint of you again, or if 
ever I hear a complaint of you again, 111 — oh, 
you can't think how 111 punish you Mary." He 
shook and pressed her hand, and to the affec- 
tionate and benign expression that broke 
through laughter, from his old handsome blue 
eyes, Mary, before she left the parlour, smiled 
respondingly, with a relieved heart; and she 
hod scarcely gone, when a loud and quick 
knocking sounded at the outer door of his little 
premises. His mind misgiving him as to whom 
the* late visitor might be, he hastened in answer 
to the summons, himself. Hia misgiving was 
right. It was Edmund Fennell, who came to 
consult with him upon Helen's advice and en- 
treaties, tliat he should return immediately to 
Dublin. Nut wishing Edmund again to go into 
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his house that evening, Father Connell led him 
into the little garden, and there, walking up 
and down, they continued their conference. 
The old priest, pausing often, and asking many 
questions, at length decided that, under all the 
circumstances, Helen's advice was a good one, 
and ought to be followed. Edmimd promised 
to follow it, now coupled as it was with that of 
his old and most revered friend; in agitated 
and deep affliction, and in tears, he promised ; 
and so he and Father Connell parted. And he 
kept his promise. 
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CHAPTER VL 



The next morning at break of day, Mary 
Cooney, began to pluck away the two weeds, 
in the flower bed, to the right hand side of the 
" summer-house," and after them, a good many 
more, that, the truth to tell, were to be foimd 
throughout the little garden. Then she went 
into the house, to wash the garden clay from 
her hands, that she might assist Mrs. Molloy 
in the discharge of some housewifely duties, 
which for many months she had been accus- 
tomed to imdertake. Breakfast followed ; 
then household affairs again ; after which, she 
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made her best attempts at dreesing for all da}', 
and finally, taking her work basket, containing 
the priest's surplice and her lesson books for 
Mick Dempsey, went out into the little arbour, 
aat down in it, and began plying her needle, 
and conning her tasks alternately — indeed, 
often doing both things together. 

The following day, and very nearly at the same 
hour, she was once more at work and at study, 
in the willow arbour. It was about three 
o'clock. Father ConneU was out. She heard 
a. loud knocking at the door of the yard, which 
reverberated through the stillness of the little 
solitude all around her. She started and looked 
straight down the garden walk, and through its 
wooden railing into the yard. A young lady, rich- 
ly and fashionably dressed, and of noble carriage, 
Mary thought, and seenaingly much interested 
about something, crossed the yard, from the 
entrance door, speaking with Mrs. Molloy. Her 
own niEud aervant followed her. They stopped 
before the little gate, in earnest conversation. 
VOL, m. G 
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Mr^. Molloy pointed up tlie garden to the 
arbour: tlie lady, turning her head in the 
direction, Immediately entered the garden, and 
advanced rapidly, and alune, towarde Mary, 

At the firat glance Mary recognized Edmund 
Fennell'B wife ; and if tlie poor beggar girl had 
thought her handsome, and stately, and grand, 
upon the occasion of her private marriage, 
when ehe aaw her in neglected attire, and pale, 
and depressed, and drooping, much, much higher 
waa her present estimate of the personal pre- 
tensions of this young lady ; for now her eyes 
were flashing, her cheeks and lips rosy red ; her 
air animated and dignified, though, indeed, with 
H little dash of hauteur about it ; and aa to her 
dress, Mary deemed she had never eeen one so 
costly. To tell the truth, in anticipation of 
this very visit to Mary, Helen Fennell had put 
on her very gayest out-of-door finery, and in 
every respect decorated her person, ao as to 
produce an overawing effect, upon her poor 
rival. 



FATBSR COmiELL. 



123 



Her first lools at Mary, when half way up 
the garden path to the little arboTir, greatly 
interested her. She saw a lovely young crea- 
ture, of about her own age, clad from head to 
foot in habits of very humble material, but 
neat and spotless as a quaker's, and withal, 
fitting Mary elegantly, though not modiehly. 
They were of a cut of Mary's own inyention, but 
Helen thought it worthy of suggesting the 
fashion to a young countess on her wedding day. 

She drew near her, and looked closer. She 
noticed the flowers at Mary's wiust, and the 
simple one set among her golden ringlets, under 
the snow-white border of her modest little cap. 
Again she looked, and still more wistfully; and 
started back at the Ukcnesa of herself, that now 
appeared before her. She remembered the old 
beggar woman's words, and believed, indeed, 
that it was a sister she looked upon. 

The two young wonaen stood face to face, 
together. Mary had arisen, holding her work 
in her haud, and though she at first trembled n 
o 3 
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little, the weakness was soon either controuled 
by her self posscsaioii, or absorbed in tlie ad- 
miration and awe with which she regarded her 
visitor. She made as profound a curtsey as she 
knew how to (jerform, and stood upright and 
still, her eyes fixed on those of Helen, which, 
in their turn, after she had saluted Mary more 
graciously than she thought she should have done, 
sent bock the poor girl's gaze with interest. 
And thus they remained for some little time, 
attentively studying each other, 

" How do you do, my dear?" Helen began, 
at length. " Will you. allow me to rest myself 
in this nice little summer house, for a few 
minutes, until Father Connell comes home?" 

Mary grew paler than she had been, at the 
sound of Helen's voice, but she answered her 
without stammering, and with a natural ease, 
and affability, which ought to be called polite- 
ness. 

" Why I do declare," continued Helen, 
sitting down, " 'tis quite a nice little place 
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altogether. And who keeps the garden so 
neatly, my dear — ^pray isn't your name Mary 
—Mary Carty I think ?" 

'^ Mary Cooney, my lady, kindly at your 
service." 

*^ May I make so free as to call you Mary ?" 

" Och ay, an' a thousand times welcome." 

" Well, I was going to ask you, who does 
the work of the garden ?" 

'* We all do id between us, my lady ; first, 
there's an ould lame gardener, that comes to 
prune the trees, an' to nail them up, an' do 
the heavy diggin' fur the vegetable beds ; an' 
afther that, the priest himself, an' his house- 
keeper, an^his boy, an' myself, we do what we 
can, in turn, my lady." 

*' And what is your part of the work, 
Mary?" 

*^ The flowers mostly, my lady." 

" Don't call me * my lady' — don't call me 
' my lady,' Mary ; 'tis not my title." 

*' I wont then — mam." 
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Tlie moment she had uttered the word, " mam," 
Mary blushed high, in a fear that she had done 
wrong, in at all giving a clue to her knowledge 
of the secret marriage ; and, at the same mo- 
ment, Helen winced under the almost certEunty 
that, in making use of the word, Mary held 
her at her mercy. She did not immediately 
approach the topic however. 

" Well, and what nice needlework are you 
doing ?" She examined it, 

" 'Tis to be a surplice for the priest," an- 
swered Mary. 

" And you are reading too — may I look at 
your book? What is it ?" Helen took it up. 

" My leseona fur Mister Dempsey, your 
honour," and now Mary tried to escape the two 
dilemnas of ignorance of one of Helen's true 
titles, and a dangeroua knowledge of another, 
in which she had already placed herself. 

Helen turned over the leaves of the book ; 
pondered, smiled, and again addressed her new 
acquaintance. 
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' But do 



you 



know 



a woman o 



of Carty ?— Nelly Carty." 

Mary answered tliat she did. 

'* Antl you are notliiiig to her ?" 

Mary replied tliat she had no good reason to 
know she was. 

" But have you any reason to know that you 
are ?" 

Mary paused, evidently embarraeaed. Helen 
watched her, for the first time, in a doubt of 
her sincerity. But Mary's hesitation soon 
cleared up into perfect ingenuousnesa. 

" I have a reason to think that I am some- 
thing to Nelly Carty, your honour ; but I was 
bid not to say anything about it, fur the present 
time, and that's why I hope you will not ask 
me any more questions on the head ov it." 

Helen looked into her face, and felt that 
she was telling truth, 

" Well, and why did you call me mam, just 
now, Mary ?" 
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The beggar girl was more puzzled than ever. 
She changed colour, agiun and again. 

" Tell me Mary,do tell me," persisted Helen. 

The beggar girl covered her face, with her 
hands, and burat out crying. — 

" Och, ocli, an' did'nt I see you married 
to him, the night before the laat !" 

" Well, Mary ; and if you did, do you know 
that his dearest happiness and mine, are in your 
keeping ? Do you know that if you told any 
one that you saw xis married, he and I would 
be destroyed for ever? And could you betray 
the secret Mary ? Could you ?" 

The poor girl started up, flashing almost 
anger, from her serene blue eyes, as she 
answered — 

" May God forgive you now, Mrs, Edmund 
Fennell," she said — " an' its little you know 
the heart that's in the body of poor Mary 
Cooney, if ever you thought that she could 
harm a hair of the head of Edmund Fennell, 
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or the liair of the head of any one that's his I 
Och, may God foi^ve you." 

Helen, shedding some answering tears, to 
those which gushed from Mary's eyes, soothed 
her, and assured her, that she thought no such 
thing, and never, nevei% would she think such 
a thing. 

" But you loved him ?" whispered Helen, 
after some time. 

" I did love him ; an' I do love him, in the 
very heart ; Iiud that's not the rasoa why I 
should do Iiim hurt or harm," answered Mary. 
There was another pause between them, 
" How long ago is it, since you first met?" 
" 'Tia about six, or seven, or eight years." 
" And how often did you meet since, Mary ?" 
" Five times intirely — barrin" the night afore 
the last." 

" But," continued Helen, looking round her, 
and dropping her voice still lower, while she 
recollected part of Nelly Carty'a communica- 
tions of the night before — and she blushed 



130 



FATHER COSNELL. 



deeply, ere she spoke furtlier — " there were 
kisses, Mary, — kisses of the lips — he used to 
kiss your lips — and yoa used to kiaa liia lips — 
during those meetings ?" 

" He never kissed my lips," ftuswercd Mary, 
sighing deeply. " I remimber that well ; bud 
I kissed his lips, three times, in my whole life ; 
an' I never felt his kiss in return." 

Helen again looked at her, in utter amaze- 
ment, though in perfect trustfulness. Her 
further questions led to a fidl disclosure of 
Mary's acquaintance with Edmund Fennell — 
the old story — since they first became ac- 
quainted, boy and girl, almost child and child 
together; and how Edmund took her away 
from Darby Cooney, and saved her from him, 
and gave the priest money, to save her from 
him; and how she had lived, now nearly a 
year, under the priest's roof, comfortable and 
happy, Helen listened to her, in, if possible, 
increased wonder and admiration, and also with 
reflections that made Edmund Fennell dearer 
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than ever to her heart. She took the still 
weeping Mary by the hands ; she put her head 
upon her shoulder, upon her bosom ; and she 
told her, over and over again, that hencefor- 
ward she should be her dear friend and her 
sister, and that her home, and Mary's home, 
should be the same, the moment she had one to 
offer her. Mary thanked her, often and fer- 
vently ; and the two young rivals thus parted ; 
each loving the other. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



Almost immediately after her interview with 
Nelly Carty, Helen, as may be remembered, 
wrote a letter, calling her husband from Dublin, 
merely upon information derived from a very 
disreputable source, that he was, or had been 
unfaithful to her, by professing to love another. 
This was an impetuous step, and before Helen 
retired to bed that night, she felt that it was. 
And now, she grew impatient with herself for 
having been impatient, and resolved to govern 
herself better for the future. 

The following morning, her first reflection 
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was, that Edmund bad been foully belied, and 
Helen would no longer entertain tbe shade of 
a doubt of bim. But tbe next moment, sbe 
fastened with avidity upon tbe thought that 
Edmund would be sure to be at her aide that 
evening, and by his deoiala, and hia disproofs 
of the strange woman's assertions, aet her heart 
quite at rest ; and this showed that Helen still 
doubted, notwithstanding tliat she had told 
herself she did not. At all events, she resolved 
and re-i'esolved, to bear the wearing away of 
the long long day before her, quietly and 
jmtiently. 

About half an hour afterwards a little imp, 
buzzed passingly in her ear, that it would be a 
good thing to go see and speak with her 
formidable rival; and without awaiting her 
husband's appearance, ascertain from herself, in 
what relations Edmund and she stood towards 
each other. But at first Helen would not 
attend to the little imp's hint, courageously 
resolving and striving to put it out of her head. 
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He came back on the wing very soon, and 
renewed it close at her ear ; Helen wavered — 
and again — and Helen went to see Mary 
Cooney. 

Perbapa the Uttle imp should not biive been 
called a little imp, for after all, there was 
nothing very miachievons in bis suggestion. 
Certainly, compared with the floundering fellow, 
who advised Helen to write the letter to 
Dnbtio, this was a little angel of wisdom. 

Helen returned home, from her visit to the 
beggar girl, in Father Connell's garden, much, 
niucli happier tliiiu before slie had made it. 
And now she was sorry Indeed for having 
written to Edmund Fennell. The remainder 
of the day passed on, and the greater portion 
of the evening, and ahe became again more 
impatient than ever. But her maid came in, 
upon some pretence, to the parlour, where she 
was sitting with her father, and gave a secret 
signal to Helen, whicli she was authorised to 
do by virtue of as aeci-et a whisper, intersi)erfied 



I 



FATHER CONNEIX. IdO 

with a bar or two of whistling, received t'roni 
Tom Noddy, and Helen's heart beat thick and 
fast. And in fact, having obtained permiasion 
from her father to go out of doora a moment, 
and run round and round the house to enjoy 
the moonlight, Helen boimdingly issued forth, 
and in a secret place, met her bridegroom 
huabiuid. 

Every thing necessary for an explanation 
was said on both sides, and Helen's heart became 
indeed perfectly relieved of any doubt of 
Edmund Fennell. In his conduct towards 
poor Mary Cooney, she now saw nothing that 
was not pure, generous, and noble. They were 
lingering out their interview, when an unseen 
person, knowingly cried " hem I" very near 
them. 

" That's your maid," said Edmund. 

" And she ia come tt> inform me, that my 
father grows impatient of my absence from the 
house," whispered Helen, " ao good night, 
dearest Edmund ! And that sad word — fare- 
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well too ! Forgive my precipitancy in csilling 
you here from Dublin— but you will go back 
iigain to-morrow nioming at least." 

Edmund interrupting her, pleaded very hard 
ibr one interview more tbe next evening, after 
whicli he would instantly — inatantly return to 
Dublin ; and Helen need not fear that it ahoultl 
be known he was in the town so near at hand ; 
he would conceal himself all tlie following day 
ill private lodgings; and Edmund was inter- 
rupted in his turn, bj a bellow from one of 
the windows of the house, embodying these 
words :— 

" Helen ! Helen ! AVhere the devil are you, 
you baggage? Come in this moment out of 
the night air, wherever you are ! Do you want 
to get the qninzy or the rheumatism, before 
your time, you young hussey? Come in, I 
say, and let me and the moon go to bed, or let 
her go to the devil if she likea." The young 
couple could interchange but few words more ; 
but still Edmund pressed hia request : and 
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Helen granted it And the nest night Edmund 
did come to see hie young bride ; but be saw 
her not. 

Early in the morning Giaby Mac Neary rode 
to tbe town, to attend the grand jury asaizes, 
the circuit judge having arrived the previous 
day- 
It was late when he waa on the road home- 
wards, as he had dined with certain of Dick 
Wresham's scholars, and tlie evening sitting had 
been very convivial. In fact, night bad already 
began to fall. 

It did not suit Gaby Mac Neary's habit of 
body to have it shaken violently, when he rode 
abroad, so that he now aUowed hia quiet horse 
quietly to walk along, picking his steps, in 
alow progress towards his stable door. Glaby's 
heavy oaken cudgel was over his shoulder. He 
had cleared the suburbs about a mile, when the 
animal he bestrode suddenly stopped, and 
seemed to wonder very much at something to 
one side of the road, a few paces in advance ; 
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but thia was no skittiBtnesB on the pait of the 
beast : it was, in fact, juat what it has been 
called, excessive wonder, mixed up, indeed, with 
grave enquiry. So, he looked, and looked, and 
having at length decided in hin own mind that 
the object was only a potato-beggar, squatted 
on her bag, filled with the produce of her day's 
begg^fC, he soberly proceeded on hia journey. 

Gaby Mac Neary had, like his horse, been 
studiously observing the figure, and arrived, 
with him, at the same decision concerning it. 
Horse and master went on a few paces. The 
person stood up, deliberately walked into the 
centre of the way, and, as deliberately took 
hold of the bridle of the former. Again the 
animal stood still. 

" Wlio the devil are your' And what do 
you want ?" questioned Glaby Mac Neaiy, un- 
shouldering his cudgel and clutching it finiily. 

" You ought to know me well enough, 
Maethcr Gaby," answered the woman. 

" \Vhat, you ould bundle of naatiness ! Why 
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the devil should I know who you are, or any- 
thing about you ?" 

" An' yet, I tell you again, you ought to 
know loe well enough," she repeated. 

" Yea — aye — now I gueas. Oh Gog, you 
rapl And havn't you the aaaurance oi the 
mother of Beelzebub herself to come acroaa my 
road, and stop my horse and me, in this manner ? 
Let the bridle go, or I'll break this cudgel 
lamb-basting youl" 

" It is sixteen years now, Maather Gaby, 
sence I opened my lips to you afore," 

" And let it be aeventy-aix before you do it 
again, I advise you ; — take away your hand, I 
tell you !" he made a blow at her knuckles, but 
miaaed them, nearly losing his own balance, in 
the saddle, at the same time. 

" Maather Gaby, that beautiful little child — " 

" Ha ! Blur-an-fury ! And you begin to talk 
of that now ? You jade I Didn't I support 
the child, and you too, right well? Didn't I 
love the poor little creature ? Didn't I promise, 
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and didn't I intend to provide well for it? 
And didn't you make away with the innocent 
child? You did, you faggot! — you did, you 
unnatural brute, you did I" 

" No, Masther Graby ; the child was stole 
firum me." 

" The child was murthered you mean ! 
Murthered by its own mother I You Jezebel ! 
I know it was! I'd swear it was! Leave 
my path! Quit my sight! Sixteeen years 
ago, I cautioned you never to cross my path 
again if you didn't want to be seized upon, and 
hanged, for the murther of that poor infant !" 

" I remimber your words well, Masther Gaby ; 
an' frum that day to this, I never cum next or 
near you ; bud it wasn't the fear of death that 
kep me away ; it was, because I couldn't look 
in the father's face, widout thinkin' of my 
beautiful darlin', that was taken frum me." 

" Let go my bridle, or 111 ride over you !" 

" Masther Gaby, many days wont pass, until 
I'll prove to you, that I didn't murther my own 



141 

cMld; an' enough said now, Masther Gftby, 
until ttiat time conies about; bud I have a few 
more words to spake to you. You have another 
daughter — Masther Graby, look well to your 
lawful daughther, or you'll lose her." 

" Wliat'a that you say, you ould hell-hound? 
What's that you say ?" 

" I tell you," replied she, now letting go the 
horse'ti bridle, and stepping a little to one side 
of the road, while her voice lost ita submis- 
aiveness, and became daring. " I tell you, 
Masther Gaby, that if you don't guard Miss 
Helen Mac Neary, like a jailor, youll lose 
her," 

" Curses on your banes 1 What do you 



" I tell you that youll lose her, if you don't 
guard her well ; them were my words ; an' I 
tell you now, into the bargain, that if you don't 
guard her well, she'll be very likely to take 
the road that I took, whin I was a eolUen, 
about her very age at present." 
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"Oh, you acreechowll Oh, you danin'd 
liar 1" and Gaby thumped his horac's aides with 
his heels, while lie also smote them with his 
heavy etic^ turning the animal's head towards 
NeUy Carty— " Oh, by the big Gog, I'U 
charge through you, you soothsayer I Oh, you 
prognoaticatcr I" 

" Let your horse stand where it is," she 
exclaimed. " It's fitthcr fur you listen to all 
I have to say, than fly into that passion, an' 
curse down curses, that's enough to make the 
sky fall an' cover tie ; there, your poor horse 
haa more sense n6r yourself; see, he won't stir 
a step to hurt me. Lbten now. Wtat I'm 
going to say, is as thrue as that I'm spakin, an' 
that you are there to hearken to me. Last 
night, your daughter — Miss Helen Mac Neary, 
I mane — held a lonely meeting, outside ov 
your house, in the counthry, wid a young man, 
you know well — Ned Fennell by name — " 

" You are a liarl" roared Gaby Mac Neary 
— " a liar ! a liar I" 
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'' I am not a liar — I spake the blessed thruth 
— she met him last night, in the little shrub- 
bery; at the left side of the house — an' faia 
arms war round your daughther — an' wid a kies 
they met each other — an' witii a kiae they 
parted from each other — aye — aye — roar out at 
me i^ain if you like — bud all thia is thrue — 
you thought he was in Dublin, far away 
fi-um her — but that'a the way they deaave 
you." 

" Nelly Carty, I will not roar out at you 
■ now." Gaby Mac Neary'e voice, and Qaby 
Mac Neary'e self, trembled aa he spoke, 

" How did you come to know all this ?" 

" I watched them. I watched them close, 
close — I seen them wid my livin' eyes, in the 
shrubbery together ; — watch your daughther 
yourself, aa cloae aa I did, an' your own eyes 
'ill witness for you." 

Gaby Mac Neary aat for an instant silent 
and motionleas in bis saddle. The iurious 
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working of his nerves were not at all events 
visible to the eye of Nelly Carty. 

*' An' I have a little more to tell you," she 
resumed. 

'' Well, go on." 

** Sure, he's to meet her agen, this very 
night, an' in the very same place." 

** And how do you know that too ?" 

*' I hard 'em settlin' it, wid ache other." 

** Very good," said Graby Mac Neary. 

At this period of the conference, a man with 
a wallet on his back, hobbled up the road, and 
passed very close to Nelly Carty ; a something 
like a boy, trotted at his heels. The potato 
beggar started, peered after him for an instant, 
flew after him the next, seized him by the 
shoulders, turned him suddenly round, and 
stared into his very eyes. 

*' Help 1 give help here 1" she cried, in 
frantic accents. " Help, Masther Gtiby 1 I 
hould the man, that stole the child, sixteen. 
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years agone — an' that's come back here now, to 
kill her, kill her ! I know id, I know id ! 
Nothing else brings liitn back. — Help, help I 
to houlil the niurtherer 1" 

Robin Costigan exerted all hia remaining 
strength to free himself, bud hia old friend held 
him firmly. Gaby Mac Neary, overwhelmed 
as he was, by the tiding3 he had just heard, did 
not attend to Nelly's call. Impatient to be at 
home, tliat he might confront hie daughter, he 
cudgelled his sober horse, until the poor animal's 
sides resounded under his blows. But the Babby, 
who for a moment had been only an observant 
looker on, sprang to the assistance of his 
revered tutor. Seizing the arms of the beggar 
woman from behind, while Rubin Costigan still 
struggled his best with her in front, the vulture 
gripe of her fingers was soon loosed, while, 
at the same instant, her youthful afleardter 
adroitly tripped up her heels, and then draped 
and Uung her into a ditch, htdf filled with 
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water, by the road side. Before she could re- 
cover herself and contrive to scramble and 
eplaeh out of it, the old robber had wound 
himself through a contiguous fence into the 
neighbouring fields, and, closely followed by his 
helper, hobbled, with luan-elloua speed, iu the 
direction of the river, which flowed through the 
valley, below the road, at some little distance 
from him. 

Kelly Carty gazed aroimd her, in every direc- 
tion, Btill feeling somewhat stunned and stupified 
from her late harsh treatment. Robin Costigan 
was nowhere to be seen. Gaby Mac Neary was 
also out of view. She held her head tightly be- 
tween her hands, as if her thoughts w ere material, 
and that she could thereby compress them. 

" Aye, aj'e," she despairingly muttered, " he 
is come back here, sure enough, to shed the 
blood of my own beautiful darlin'! Bud I'll 
atop Ilia murthering hand if there's a one bom 
can do id !" And abandoning the potato bag, 
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which that day hud cost her so much toil and 
trouble, Bhe raced along the road, in the direc- 
tion of the town. 

" I'll be there afore him," she continued 
constantly to mutter, " I'll be there afore him, 
or death will sthrike me into a could hape on 
my road there !" 

Not an instant did alie slacken her great 
speed, until she arrived in the auburba of the 
town, and stood before Father Connell'a resi- 
dence. The entrance door being open she 
Tuahed into the little yard, acreaming out for 
her daughter — " Mary Carty, her daughther I 
Mary Carty, her own colleen beg, her own 
Iteautiful darlin' 1 her own chorra-ma-chree /" 

The house door was also open, and, her 
acreama increasing, she broke into the quiet 
dwelling. Father ConneU met her in the 
passage. She was not disrespectful to him — 
but she called on him to produce her child, and 
place her before her eyes. She wanted no 
H 3 
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more, she would ask no more ; and let him 
only give her a sight of her child, safe and 
sound, and she would quit his house, the 
moment after. 

Astonished at her claiming Mary Cooney, aa 
her daughter, but also greatly affected by her 
agony of grief, the priest soothingly assured 
her that Mary should immediately stand before 
her, and he sent Mrs. Molloy into her bed-room, 
to summon her forth — the housekeeper informing 
him that it was there she was to be found, as, 
one or two hours before, she had retired thither 
with her book and her work. But Mary Cooney 
was not now in the bed-room. The potato- 
beggar shrieking high, in terror and anguish, 
ran to search the bed-room herself, then through 
and through the house, from top to bottom, she 
searched, but did not see her daughter* 

She ran into the yard, the garden, the stable — 
she examined every comer — still without suc- 
cess. With outstretched arms, she fled from. 
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the priest's premises into the neighbouring 
streets^ hurrying from house to house, and 
questioning all she met for her " aam colleen 
beg — ^her ould heart's darlin'" — ^but still, and 
still the distraught mother found not her child. 
And Father Connell and his housekeeper, 
also greatly alarmed for their poor young 
inmate, made vain search in every direction 
for her. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



Mercilessly belabouring his poor phlegmatic 
horse, with his heavy cudgel — fury in his eyes, 
and threats and curses on his frothy lips — Gaby 
Mac Neary pushed on, for his country house. 
Arrived there, he thundered at its door, with 
his cudgel as well as with the knocker, so 
loudly, that the interior of the structure, from 
roof to cellar, rang and echoed again. 

His very first peal had not concluded, when 
the door was pulled open by the boding and 
anxious Tom Naddy. 

" Why have you kept me waiting so long. 
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you unchristened whelp ?" he aeked, with 
lungs that filled the house, even more fearfully 
than hig kuocking had done , and at the same 
time, he dealt Tom Naddy a blow, with hia 
clenched fist, that spun him round, ae if he had 
been a cork. 

Not pausing for an instant, he then went up 
Btairs, punching down liis stick, at every step he 
took, with a violence that might seem to say he 
would wound, and hurt even the insensible timber 
he walked upon. He almost burst open the 
drawing-room door. Having let fall a book 
from her hands, his daughter, pale, and trem- 
bling very much, eat before him. She had 
heard the lion's roar, she had anticipated it's 
meaning, and she awaited, in terror and eon- 
fusion, his approach. 

He hastened straight on to her. He fiercely 
seized her arm; she winced and wreathed under 
the pain of his tight grasp. 

'* Soh ! aoh I soh ! — my lady — madam — you 
have disgraced your father !" 
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He chucked her upward on her feet; and 
shook her so violently, that she must have 
fallen, but that the enraged man held her 
tottering figure partly erect by the arm, round 
which he still tightened his gripe, with a pres- 
sure such as the jaws of a vice might have 
inflicted. Helen screamed from pain and terror, 

" Oh, father I" she cried, '' have pity I" 

" Pity on you ! pity on such a creature as 
you ! Have you not disgraced me ? Answer 
me that question ! Will you — will you answer 
me? Am I the father of a base daughter? 
Answer me !" 

^' Oh father I Oh sir ! I can scarcely utter a 
word, you so frighten me, and hurt me — oh, 
father, you will kill me I" 

'^ Still, I say answer me ! Is your mother's 
daughter a degraded — a self degraded wretch ?" 

'^ No father, she is not 1" 

'* Is she the vile refuse of the beggar's brat, 
Fennell ? Is she ?" his roar rose to a scream. 

** No father, she is not." Helen was now 
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able to stand upright, without tottering, and 
her tears wero fast drying, on lier blazing 
cheeks. 

" Did the beggar's brat, Fennell, meet yoa 
outaide mj house last night? And were hia 
arms around you I And did ye meet with a 
kiss, and with a kiss did ye part? — Answer 
me I" 

" Father, dear father, I will not, I cannot 
tell you an untruth — I — " 

" Then it is true I then ye did meet in 
secret — outaide my houee, and in the night- 
time ? And ye met with a kiss, and with a 
kiss ye parted ? Get from me, jade I" 

He flung her to the floor, smiting her vio- 
lently on the cheek, as she di-opt down. 
OutrageouB passion is, for the time, out- 
ri^ous madness. 

He ground and gnashed hia teeth— hia eyes 

glared with insane fury ; he hurried about, 

totally bereft of reasoii. He seized several 

of the frail little ornaments of the drawing- 

H 5 
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room, and pelted them against the wall, shiver- 
ing them in pieces ; he bellowed, imprecated, 
and cursed, like a veritable maniac. 

His daughter lay motionless, upon her face, 
on the floor, and she was nearly as insensible 
as she was motionless. She heard his terrible 
voice, but knew not what ho said. She felt 
a sense of immediate danger — of almost present 
death ; but now understood nothing distinctly. 

'' Get up on your feet 1" resumed her father, 
after some time. " Get up on your feet, or 
I'll trample on your disgraced carcass, while the 
life is in it 1 Get up this moment !" 

With great pain and difficulty, Helen en- 
deavoured to obey her frantic parent. She 
rose, and reating both her hands upon the bach 
of a chair, thus kept herself from again falling. 

" And he is to come here again to-niglit," 
her father continued, grinning closely into her 
face, and speaking through his clenched teeth. 
" And you'll ask me agsun to-night, to go out 
and look at the moon — the chaste moon — as 
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your poeta call her — tliat is so fit for yoiir admira- 
tion — and 80 fit a witness oft/our stolen meetings, 
with the beggar 1 You have made another ap- 
pointment with him, for this very night — have 
you not ? Hah I by the great heavens I he is 
sculking about my house this very moment !" 

Thus intcn-Upting himself, Gaby Mac Neary 
started and listened. The gigantic watchdt^ 
without began to bay furiously, setting up the 
peculiar angry bark which seemed to denote 
that ho was in almoat immediate contact with 
an intruder. 

Gaby Mac Neary threw up a window, and 
looked out. 

" Hulloo,hulloo, Bully! Holdhimboyl Hold 
him Bully, until I come ! Hulloo, huUoo,dog!" 
and his voice almoat drowned that of the roar 
ing brute he addressed. 

He hurried into his bed-room, off the draw- 



ing-room. 



He 



ed back from it with a 



musket in his hands, which waa always kept 
carefully loaded. He quickly descended tha 
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Bfaira, to the hall, bellowing forth, on his way : 

" HuUoo, huUoo, Bully ! Hold him fast 1 I'm 
coming 1 Hold the beggar's brat ! — HuUoo, 
hulloo, dog 1 Hold liim, hold him !" 

He fluiig open tho hall door. At this mo- 
ment, his daughter rushed staggering down the 
stairs, her hands clasped and clenched against 
her throat; her eyes and mouth wide open with 
terror — her hair diahcYelled, and blood stream- 
ing over her cheek and neck, into her bosom. 
She flung herself on her kneca before her 
father. 

" Take my life," she said, " and spare kit/ 
I am his wedded wife ! I am his lawful wife, 
as sure as my mother was your lawful wife I I 
am his wedded wife, and he is my wedded 
husband, and I can die to save him !" 

" Hah! his wife? Die then, wife of the 
be^ar ! Die then, by the Heavens above me !" 

The insane man pr€sscd the muzzle of hia 
musket to hia daughter's forehead, and pulled 
at the trigger ; she did not wince ; but the 
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piece was only half cocked, and ere he coiold 
snatch back the cock, it was wrenched out of 
his hands by Tom Naddy, who instantly dis- 
charged it through the open hall door, and 
then pitched it far into the lnwn. 

" Cur ! — -mongrel cur I" shrieked hia insane 
master, now almost inarticulate from hoai^e- 
ness and passion, while the thick, clammy foam 
upon his lips, also helped to make Ms utter- 
ance imperfect. " Mongrel cur ! how durst 
you do that?" 

" To save you," answered Tom NadJy, walk- 
ing backward towards the door from which he had 
emerged into the hall, while his furious master 
advanced on him — '' to save you, you misfor- 
tunate man, from doin' a murther upon your 
own child, that woiUd banish the sleep from 
your eyes, 'til the day they •vould hang you 
for it ;" and Naddy stepped inside the doorway, 
■hut the door, in his master's face, and locked 
it on the inside. 

The bafficd madman strove to kick it 
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open. Failing in his attempt, he reapproached 
his daughter. She was slill kneeling, now 
ahnost stupified from exhaustion. ^^ Up, up 
again !" he cried, once more clutching her arm, 
and forcing her up—** and begone from my 
house this moment! Quit it, and quit my 
sight for ever ! Go to the beggar, that you 
call your husband! Go, keep your appoint-^ 
ment with him — Get away 1 Begone, begone, 
jade 1 out of my house and my sight 1" 

Speaking thus, in disjointed words, he pushed 
her with both his hands across the hall, out at 
the door, and closed it with all his force upon 
her — the ponderous door, as it banged and 
clashed too, making a noise to which all the 
quiet places abroad re-echoed. The next in- 
stant, Gti.by Mac Neary had fainted on the 
flags of the hall. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



Helen bad not spoken a word to her father, 
while the last shocking circumstances were 
occurring. With eyes fixed upon his face, not 
beseechingly, nor yet reproachfully, she only 
seemed to listen with the utmost attention, to 
every word that came from his lips. He placed 
the barrier of the door between him and her ; 
and though she staggered from the force of his 
push, ere he had done so, Helen remained 
standing. Outside the door, she continued 
listening intently, bending her ear towards it, 
as closely, as possible. She did not hear her 



160 FATHER CONNELL. 

father's heavy fall, which was almost simultane- 
ous with the thundering clash that accompanied 
her expulsion from his roof— and otherwise, 
all was silent. Her father spoke no further 
words, and Helen concluded, must have retired 
from the hall to the parlour. Then she slowly 
knelt down; raised her clasped hands above 
her head, and, straining her eyes upwards, 
muttered: — 

" I give praises and thanks to my God in 
heaven I my father has not cursed me !" 

She stood up and looked around her. It 
was a drizzly night, and the moon but imper- 
fectly risen and wholly clouded; and there 
stood Helen, wearing only her slight evening 
dress, and bare-headed, and bleeding, and now 
shivering with cold, as well as from utter 
wretchedness, an outcast she thought, from 
human shelter or sympathy. Again she 
strained her sight, in every direction ; the form 
of him whom her eyes sought, now her only 
protector, was not anywhere to be seen. Sho 
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started at a sudden recollection of his Beeming 
to have come in contact with the ferocious 
watchdog; perhaps the savage animal had torn 
him and killed him; and ehe looked with 
shrinking horror on and about the spot, where 
to judge from the dog's position, when he 
barked and yelled, the evil must have hap- 
pened. Nothing was to be seen ; and she 
uttered another thanksgiving. She descended 
the few steps from the hall-door, and again 
stood still, on the gravel before the lawn ; and 
once more peered round her through the dark- 
ness ; but still her scrutiny was in vain. Gradu- 
ally, and almost unconsciously, she walked 
away from her former home, often timidly 
stopping, and calling on her husband's name. 

Haety steps sounded coming after her, as if 
from the house ; she turned eagerly round. 
Her father might have relented, and sent some- 
body to bring back to his hearthstone, his only 
child. It was Tom Naddy who approached 
her. He held a, bundle in his hand, for the 
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contenta of which, he had aent her maid into 
Helen's apartments. He produced from it a 
bonnet and cloak, and obtained permiasion from 
Helen to aasist her in covering her head and 
person, from the night wind, and the penetrating 
mist. Other tbinga were in the bundle, which 
he carefully tied up, and handed to hia young 
mistreBS. She passively allowed him to adjust 
hor cloak, and it was almost mechanically, that 
she took the bundle from him. 

She enquired for her father. 

He had shut himself up in hia bedroom, Tom 
aiud] afler calling for wine, and he would let 
no one near him, but kept walking up and 
down the apartment. And thja waa true ; 
although Tom made do alluaion to Gaby Mac 
Ncary'a having fainted in the hall, nor to his, 
Tom's efforta to restore him to his senses. 

" An' you'll meet the young masther, mam," 
said Tom, " afore you go far, plase God; an' 
put all that about the dog an' himself out ov 
your head, fur no auch thing happened, mam. 
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You know the way to the river side, don't you, 
mam ?" 

Helen answered that she thought she did. 

" "Well, mam, the moon, Grod bless her, 'ill 
soon be up, an' shell guide you. Isn't id the 
river-side way the young maether is to come 
to-night, mam ?" 

Heleu answered that it was. 

" Well, mam, sure you can't fsul to meet 
wid him ; an' i'd go wid you mam, to be com- 
pany to you on the way, only I know I can do 
betther fur you an' the youngmasther by stayin' 
in the house; besides, if the ould masther was 
to come to miss me out now, I'd have no 
chance ov gettin' in agen ; but eure Grod will 
guard you, an' guide you, as vrell as the moon, 
mam, an' betther ; an' as soon as ever I can 
folly afther you, I will, mam. An' make 
Btraight fur the river side, an' 111 be bail, you'll 
Boon meet wid one that will be a comfort to 
you." 
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" Naddy P 

" Yis, mam." 

** You'll mind every word my father sayB, 
and you'll report every word truly to me?" 

^' I will indeed mam." 

** Every syllable he utters, Tom^ — every 
syllable he utters. Promise me solemnly — 
every syllable he utters." 

" I give you the promise, mam ; and I'll 
mind every syllable that comes out of his 
mouth." 

** And Tom, be sure, be sure Tom, to mark 
well, if my father lays his curse upon me 1" 

" He won't do id, mam. You'll find he 
won't — God forbid he should." 

" Amen, amen, to that, Tom ! But, be on 
the watch for me : — ^the path to the river side 
you say ?" 

" Yis, mam, fur that's the way the young 
masther 'ill come, mam." 

** Oh, yes, now I recollect ; but it is very 
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dark, and sotncliow, I cannot sec as well aa 
usual, but tknt is not to be wondered at. — 
Good night." 

" Don't go too far anyhow, mam ; if oyu 
don't meet the yoiuig masthev Tery soon in- 
tirely, sit down an' wait for me, mam ; an' 111 
race afther you, an' overtake you, aa soon as 
ever I can quit the house agen, wid safety to 
ua aU." 

" Very well, Tom — good night." 

" May the Lord be wid you, mam ; an' the 
good night kindly to you, mam." 

Tom, running towards the bouse, was soon 
lost to ber Tiew ; and Helen, with her bundle 
on her arm, but unconscious that she held it, 
proceeded on her way, to the river side. 

From the effects of the fall of the heavy 
mist, the path she chose was miry and clinging, 
and almost at every step, her feet nearly slid from 
under her. She had gone but a short distance, 
when one of her slight elippcrB fastened in the 
clay, and shortly afterwards she lost. the other. 
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She went on, almost on her bare feet, over stiles 
and fences ; the rough stones of the tortuous 
path, and the stumps and briars of the fences often 
coming in contact with them, and causing them 
to bleed. Two or three times she fell, and was 
severely bruised ; and then, there was the miser- 
able consciousness of floundering through mud 
or wet grass, and briars, in the endeavour to 
reg^ her upright position. And yet, she 
made way against every obstacle with a singu- 
lar pertinacity. Her mind was, in fact, in a 
state of wretched confusion. It seemed to her, 
as if the hands of her angry father were, with 
resistless force, continually pushing her for- 
ward ; and she felt a sensation of utter aban- 
donment, because no other arm was offered to 
support her. 

At length, the physical power to go farther, 
quite failed Helen, and she sat down, from 
sheer exhaustion, not knowing the distance she 
had proceeded, or, indeed, the course she had 
taken. Then, it was a mercy to her, that she 
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wept, and wept profusely ; by the indulgence 
of her teara, nature was relieved, and the exer- 
cise of her reaEion in some degree restored to 
her. 

And then top, for the first time, did she feel, 
the hurts she had received, and confeaaed to 
herself the fecbleoeaa of her body ; while also 
for the firet time did she cast her eyes around 
her, in a reasoning effort to ascertain where 
she was. 

The moon waa now rapidly rising higher, 
and the pall of dingy clouda which had hereto- 
fore shrouded the whole arch overhead, waa 
rolling itself up and away, leaving only some 
torn and loose fragments behind it; and the 
stars twinkled through deep blue ; and the 
edges of these portions of vapour, nearest to 
the moon, began to assume a weak silvery 
tinge. The night was clearing up, in fact, and 
likely to become fine and lightsome. 

But it was in vain that Helen, now capable 
of profiting by this favourable change, endea- 
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voured to renew an acquaintance with the 
objects around: they were strange, or nearly 
so to her ; she had strayed, in fact, from the 
river-side path, in some direction not familiar 
to her perceptions ; and yet she now called to 
mind that it was the river-side path branching 
to the house she had intended to take, in order 
to meet her husband. 

'^ Heaven protect me 1" she ejaculated, '^ we 
shall miss of each other, and I fear I must 
perish if I am left much longer without as- 
sistance." 

Raising herself up, as well as she was able, 
Helen now listened anxiously for the soimd of 
an approaching footstep. She only heard the 
noise of falling water straight before her ; but 
even that was a slight relief. She knew that 
at this point the river was crossed by a weir, 
whence continued another path, to the town, 
with which she was well acquainted ; if once 
upon that path she might succeed in gaining 
the town, and then her husband might be made 
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aware of her situation ; but how far was the 
river from her? And by what way was it ap- 
proachable ? She peered through the distance, 
half chequered with the weak mooolight — 
fences and other obstructions were between her 
and the sound she heard ; these difficulties she 
could not expect to overcome, and she again 
sank down despairingly. 

Tlie next moment however, as the thought 
of the long, long night came upon her, she once 
more started up, and tottered in the direction 
of the river. The noise of the falling water 
grew more distinct. The clouds had now al- 
most entirely passed away from the moon, 
which, quietly mounting higher and higher ia 
the heavens, flung her almost perfect light, over 
the open country ; and g ainin g a little courage, 
from this seemingly good omen, Helen with 
increased pain and suffering, slowly proceeded 
on her course. She passed two flelds, crossing 
their dividing fences, with the utmost difficulty. 
She reached the summit of a thirtl boundary ; 
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tiie noise of the weir came with certainty upon 
her ear, and Bhe was sure that ehe saw the 
moonbeaina glittering ai.d dancing oyer the 
white foamy water which the barrier caused. 
8he praised God again, and scrambled, and 
sometimea crawled forward, on hands and 
knees. One field only remained between her 
and the river-side, and that was a rapid descent. 
Suddenly, men's voices, in angry discussion, 
fixed her attention, and the sound seemed to 
arise between her and the very point she had 
to attain. This was terrible — instinctively, 
she looked round for a hiding place. Above 
where she stood, was a little hollow, on the 
hill side, partially screened by briars, and 
boshes. To it she crept, and down into it, 
again lacerating herself with thorns and broken 
branches; and crouching among the bushes, 
listened with all her power of hearing, to the 
very voices that filled her with horror. She 
had lost, without attending to the loss, her 
bundle, her bonnet, and even her cloak. 
The loud talking ceased, and there was but 



FAtHEIt COSVntA^ 



171 



one man's voice now heard, but this one was 
fearfullj^ harsh and abrupt. Then female tones, 
in prayer and expostulation, mingled with it ; 
then, female screams, shrill, long, and piercing, 
rang through the night air; and then, Helen 
heard the noise of a heavy blow, and the long 
shrieks suddenly stopped, subsiding into a low, 
melancholy cry, followed by deep, deep moans ; 
and a second blow, accompanied by a hissing 
sound, of the human breath, such as workmen, 
utter, when they labour with the hatchet. 
Perfect silence ensued, for a short time, only 
interrupted by the whispering of the night 
breeze through the grass, and through the bushes, 
and by the gentle fall of water, near at hand. 

Oh, that was a pause of thrilling horror to 
Helen! for, above all her previous suffering, 
fear, and confusion, the conviction that she had 
overheard the doing of a murder, curdled her 
pure heart's blood, and made her very soul 
cower within her I 
I 3 
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Hasty footsteps entered the little hollow, 
and paused within a few feet of where she lay 
concealed. 

^' This is the place that the ould divil bid 
us wait for him/' said a hoarse, deep voice 
but in cautious tones. 

*' It is," answered another person — ^and the 
two words were spoken with a shudder. 

" That was a black act," continued the first 
voice. 

" Oh, it was a bloody deed I Oh, the thought 
of this night wiU never lave my mind, never, 
never I I wouldn't wish for all the world's 
coin, if 'twas laid before me this moment, that 
I didn't stop the hand of that hell-bird ! Oh, 
she was a darlin', poor young crature ! Why 
didn't we save her, Paul ?" 

'' That oath I that frightful oath I" 

'^ I'd break fifty oaths if I had the power of 
savin' her over agen, or if I could bring back 
the life to my poor beautiful Mary — I would 
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— I would," and the man whom his confreres 
called Molocth, or the wicked, suddenly stopped 
speaking, for his throat filled up to suifocation, 
and a throe of very agony was labouring in his 
black bosom, 

" Bud her blood ian't on our hands, Dinnis." 

" No. Bud curses Ije on our cowardly hands 
that didn't save her I" 

" Unless wc tuk onld Darby's life, an' buried 
him wid the weight of a hill's clay lying on his 
body, what uae would there be in savin' her 
to-night, Dinnis? He'd meet her agen, an' 
he'd have his revenge ; an' you know there's 
others to stand by Darby the divil ; so 
that we conld'nt be saie fnim him or them — " 

" If id waa to be done agen, I'd save her, if 
he called up forty red divils to his side !" 

" Husth ! he's comin' on us — There's no use 
in vcsin' him, Dinuis." 

The only answer Dennis made, was conveyed 
by delving his heel into the sod, and folding 
his anna tightly across his breast. 
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Sobin Costig^n rapidly hobbled up the little 
.98cent from the river, closely followed by the 
Babby ; and Helen, in her hiding place, could 
hear the puffing of his hyena breath, as he stood 
close to her. 

'^ Ip the horse an' car at the cross roads ?" 

he questioned. 

" It is there, an' Terry is guardin' id," 
an^w^red Pennis. 

^^ An' the kishes^ turned mouth to mouth 
in id, as I touh} ye ?" 

" An' the kishes, as you tould us." ^ 

'' Babby !" 

The familiar called came iiear, and looked 
up into the eyes of his superior. The full 
radiance of the moon shone on the face of the 
boy-monster, revealing the spots and dashes of 
bipod upon it. 

^' Babby I get the bundle we left behind us 



* KiSH — a shallow, oblong, osier basket, open at top, and 
fitting close into *^ the car/' 
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— an' hurry ! — ye rauBt be at the house by day 
dawn, an' be out of id agin in a hand's time, 
if the horae dropt do wn dead fur id — III go 
my own way afther y& — hurry, hurry." 

The Babby parted with hia arm the bushes 
and briars that shaded Helen's place of con- 
cealment, and towards which he had been 
glancing. Instantly, he stood transfixed, ae if 
changed into stone, and he stared as if his 
eyes would fly from their sockets. 

" Hurry, hurry 1 Did'nt I bid you hurry ?" 
growled Coetigan's voice, dangerously. 

The well known accents of authority half 
broke the spell which had bound the precocious 
villain ; he jumped backward, clutched his 
dreaded master by the nrm, and with quivering 
fingers, pointed towards Helen's hiding place. 

"What's tlie matther?" questioned Coatigan, 
himself shivering. 

" We left her below on the bank — dead — 
stone dead," whispered his pupil, " an' yet, now 
she is in there — in there." 

"Who? who is there?" 
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' Mary — Mary — that we killed — is in there 



—I saw her eittin' in id — her 



eyes 



wide 



open, 



lookin' at me — aye, I saw her — the blood over 
her cheek too — aye, I saw her." 

Robin Coatigan advanced, and, in turn drew 
back the screen of wild bushes — 

" An' dont you see her yourself?" continued 
the Babby. " Yia, an' by hell's fire, that other 
— that oiUd woman is at her back now I" 

But Coatigan beheld only the horror stricken 
and very nearly unconscious Helen, sitting 
beliind the screen, her knees crippled up agmnst 
her chest ; her clenched hands resting on them ; 
her neck and chin bent forward, and her eyes 
distended, without once winking. 

Hor great resemblance to her half sister, 
poor Mary Cooney, had deceived tlie conscience 
stricken, and most unnatural boy ; but, Kobin 
t'ostigan was not so taken by surprise. Only 
for a moment, he gazed at Helen — and then 
seized her, and dragged her forth, &om her 
little retreat. 



FATHER CONNELL. 



177 



In dreams, while the most terrific circumstances 
ai-e presented to the fancy, the greatest degree 
of horror we experience is when we make vain 
efforts to scream out our agony. Such was 
tlie sensation which now oppressed Helen. A 
shriek would have relieved the freezing terror 
of her heart, but she could not utter it ; no — 
nor could she make even one struggle, one 
show of resistance ; and a moment after, every- 
thing was whirl around her — her heart seemed 
to burat from its own tightness ; and observa- 
tion and sense, f[uite forsook her. Kobin Cos- 
tigan knew well who she was. Neither was 
he ignorant of the relationship existing be- 
tween her and Mary Cooney. 

" What were you doin' there ? What did 
you hear, or what did you see, while you were 
there?" he questioned; but Helen answered 
not ; her eyes closed, h@r knees bent, and she 
was supported in Costigan's loathsome arms, 
while he scowled into her face, and showed 
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symptoms of a renewal of the tragedy which 
had been perpetrated at the river side. 

But Molocth interfered^ and swore it should 
not be. 

'^ She'll hang us<^hang us-^-^" growled his 
chief. 

^^ There's enough of blood spilt," answered 
Dinnis Keegan^ ^^ an' fur poor Mary's sake, no 
finger shall harum this coUeen.^^ 

'^ What do you say-^what do you say ?" 
questioi^ed Costigan. 

^' I say that if I tuk you by the heels, Darby 
the divil — an' I'm stkcong enough to do id, — 
I say that if I tuk you by the heels, an' put 
your brains upon that rock, no harum shall 
come to her." 

'* I hear you — I hear you," muttered Bobin, 
and there was a threat in Im woirds and tone. 

'' Heed me then," retorted the nautineer. 

'^ Here — 09xry her to the kishes." 

Molocth frowned at him. But Paul Fin- 
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nifiaii remonstrated with hie surly comrade ; 
i-epresciiting that if Helen was left behind, 
detection of the murdct of Mary Cooney muat 
certainly take place, before they could retire, 
as they had arranged, to a remote extremity of 
the kingdom, where the rest of their commu- 
nity awaited them ; that they might be careful 
of their priaouer for a while, and then release 
her ; and above all, he whispered, that it would 
be a fatal step to irritate Darby Cooney too 
far. Molocth yielded to this reasoning. During 
the aliort conference, Costigan had been silent 
and observant. 

" Take her to the kishes," he once more 
commanded. 

" Bud no harum is to come to her — mind 
that— " insisted Molocth. 

" Take her — take her from mc — an' my 
curses on her an' you !" 

Helen was accordingly borne, by the two 
men, to the " cross-roads," about a quarter of 
a. mile distant; and there deposited by them 
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in the wicker kish, upon some damp straw. 
Another kish was placed over this one, bottom 
uppermost, and well secured in its place with 
ropes. Then, the vehicle moved rapidly off. 
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CHAPTEK X. 



Mrs. Molloy had truly related that on the 
evening when Nelly Carty sought the beggar 
girl at the priest's house, Mary had retired 
into her bed-room, with her books and her 
work. 

But her mind was not with either. She 
moved her Mps mechanically, and uttered low, 
mumbHng sounds, as she endeavoured to com- 
mit her task to memory ; or she bent her eyes 
on her old patron's surplice, and strove to add a 
sprig or a leaf to its simple embroidery — no 
use. Her heart still fluttered with the ruffling 
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agitation of the day before. She recurred 
again and again to all the details of the visit of 
Edmund Fennell's young wife; to the features, 
the person, the manner, the sweet address, the 
sweet accents, and the everything fascinating 
of her successful rival ; and then she reflected 
how very, very happy Edmund must be in the 
possession of such a bride; and she schooled 
herself, while tears came gush, gush from her 
eyes, to pray for a continuation of that happi- 
ness to him, and for countless blessings upon 
them both. 

A great yearning to see Edmund Fennell 
mixed, however, every moment, with her reve- 
ries. Mary would give the wide world just to 
see him once more alone, and to tell him about 
the new acquaintance she had formed, and how 
beautiful his young wife was, and how grand, 
and how kind, and friendly — ^there surely could 
be no harm in wanting to speak with him, only 
for that. Indeed, and indeed, and God himself 
could witness^ sl^ie had no other motive. But 
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Edmund waa in Dublin, far far away — Mary 
believed, abuost as far away as tbe end of the 
world, from lier, and from every one that loved 
him ; bo, it was no use thinking any further 
about the matter. 

At that moment, Edmund Fennell, hia bead 
and eyes intently cast down, passed rapidly 
by her window. Yielding to inetantaueoue im- 
pulse, Mary snatched up her little, coarse straw 
bonnet and her cloak, and really and truly 
without a defined intention, and in perfect inno- 
cence of heart, stole through the house on tiptoe, 
through the house dooi', and through the yard 
door, leaving both open after her, as Nelly 
Carty had found them, and then, walked 
along the suburb street, towards the country, 
in Edmund's track. 

After clearing this suburb street, Edmund 
Fennell, without looking to the right or to 
to the left, had advanced about ))alf a mile, 
along the river side, or near to it. Mary aa 



18 



FATHER CORNELL. 



yet, kept at some distance beliind him. There 
was now a level meadow to his one hand, ex- 
tending to the water's brink ; and immediately 
to his other hand, a grove crossed the hill 
side, through which wound the beaten path- 
way. In this spot, Mary Cooney ran forward 
to overtake him. He heard her rapid, light 
footsteps behind liim, lie turned and instantly 
encountered poor Mai*y, flushed and panting, 
from tlie excitement and unusual effort of her 
race, aud laughing and cryinj^ together, from 
her emotions. Unable to speak a word, she 
clung to his arm. In low and gentle tones, 
Ddmund at first enquired why she had thus 
followed him. Still deprived of the power 
of distinct utterance, Mary replied in gasps, 
that she could not tell ; only her eye had caught 
hun passing by the prieBt'a house, and she had 
run out just to sec him, and to speak with him 
— it was 80 very, very long, since they had had 
a word together — and to walk a bit at his 
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aide, through the green fields, and by the 
sliining river, and — here Mary's breath again 
quite failed her. 

Edmund gently expostulated with her; 
pointing out the unscemlinesB of their being 
thua observed together. She wept, and still 
clung to his ann. He called to mind what 
buBinesa he had in hand ; he looked at his 
watch, there was now scarce time to be punc- 
tual in hiB appointment with Helcu ; and in a 
voice and manner less gentle, though still only 
energetic, he again exhorted Mary to release 
his arm, and leave him free to walk on, as 
fast as he could; respect for herself, he said, 
even her sense of delicacy, ought to t«ll her 
she was acting wrong. Besides he had a 
pressing engagement, and must keep it. 

Mary now wept outright ; she coidd well 
conjecture what engagement he meant, and 
upon mere natural impulse, clung closer to him. 
Time still lapsed, Edmund's voice sounded high, 
and perhaps luvrslily, though he did not intend 




PATHBR CONHELt. 



it. Suddenly, though even yet Dot ungently, 
he freed hiniBelf of his poor follower, antl the 
iustant he had done so, ran forward with as 
much apeed aa he could. 

Mary after standing an instant alone, grew 
giddy and weak, and dropt on the grass. Soon 
getting a little better, she listened for the 
sound of his retreating footateps'; they came not 
on her ear ; it was deep twilight, and she could 
not at all get a glimpse of his figure. And 
now, half sitting up, the force of her original 
feelinga towards Edmund, little checked for 
the moment, by the dicipllne they had lately 
undergone, took posseaaion of poor Mary's 
bosom, and she began to give vent in loud 
lamentations, to her aenae of abandonment and 
hopelessness — clapping her liands, and rocking 
her body to and fro. 

The fit in a degree subsided; she jumped 
up and looked about lier. But no thought of 
home came into her head ; no thought of Mre. 
Molloy's fireside, or of her evening sitting with 
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Father Connell ; or of her needlework, or of 
her boota for Mick Dempsey ; and she at 
length mechanically and stupidly wandered 
forward in the direction which Edmund had 
taken, without purpose and without hope- 
She eoon grew weary and tired, and cold, 
and wet, from the falling mist, and the keen 
breeze of tlie autumn evening. She i^in 
looked round her. The river was still near at 
hand, but she had never before been eo far 
along its banks. Home now slightly occurred 
to her ; but she did not want to go home bo 
soon ; she sat down on a large atone, and here, 
along with all her agitation of mind, all her 
young love'e despair, all her wearinesB, her 
ahivering, and the almoat drenching ehe had 
encountered, another passion began to seize 
upon Mary's heart. And that passion was 
fear! deadly sickening fear, in her present 
lonely and unprotected situation. Terrible 
fear — her old fear— her fear of Darby Cooney ! 
And at that very moment, Darby Cooney's 
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eye was upon her — he was watching her from 
a hiding place, as she sat on the large stone. 
Her own mother, Nelly Carty had sent him 
down to meet her at the river-side, by inter- 
rupting his course on the high-road, towards 
the conclusion of her interview with Graby 
^Mac Neary. 
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CHAPTER XL 



Ned Fennell rapidly proceeded on his way* 
He arrived at the place agreed on^ between 
Helen and himself, for their meeting. She 
was not there. For a long time, he awaited 
her coming; she did not come. Oppressed 
with forebodings of evil, Edmund, after a 
lengthened watching, left the spot, and came 
within view of Graby Mac Neary's little villa. 
Here all was dark, stilly, and sad/ with the ex- 
ception of the windows of the bedroom which he 
knew to be occupied by the master of the 
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house. None of the others had a gleam of 
light in them ; but in this one candles burnt 
brightly ; and across the linen blinds, which 
were drawn down, he could see pass and re- 
pass the shade of Gaby Mac Neary'a figure. 
Vainly did he bend his eyes to detect light or 
sound in Helen's sleeping chamber. He stole 
to tlie rear of the house. Still all was dark 
and dismally ailent. He returned to its front. 
Gaby Mac Neary was still pacing up and 
down his room. He went back to the place of 
appointed rendezvous — it was lonely. Again 
he visited the house ; again he saw Gaby Mac 
Neary's shadow flit from window to window — 
but nothing more. And thus he spent the 
livelong night walking from the ground of 
appointment to the house, and from the house 
back again to it; and still, Gaby Mac Neary's 
shade — as if it had been his veritable ghost, 
troubled after death, on account of his own 
monstrous cursing and swearing while in the 
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Eesh, appeared on the window blinds; and 
there was nought else to afford him subject for 
obflervation. 

The day dawned. It waa twilight. The 
earlieet rising bird, the robin, sang a little 
ballad, in joy of the coming day ; the little 
wren next began hie chirp, in the green hedge ; 
anon from their far off rookery, came the 
serioua industrious crows, cawing and croaking, 
and giving all kinds of directions, and making 
all kinds of signala to eacli other, aa they heavHy 
winged their way, in line of march, above 
Edmund's head ; and, ere the sun's rays glanced 
upwards, over the heavens, imbuing the clouds 
with gradations of vermilion colour, from dense 
to sober, from sober to glorious, the lark sprung 



up 



from his nest — 



" —and lo moming a gale, 
Soared the god to gratulstc." 



And then, they were all awake ; all the birds, 
the little and the greater, all that can sing, or 
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utter a cry, or a note; the Ewift, the martin, 
and the ewallon', darting like arrows through 
the air, and twittering as they shot along ; 
the thrush and the blackbird, whistling and 
gurgling forth their songs ; the piping bull- 
linch ; the chaffinch, with his monotonous 
couplet ; the gay linaet, with his prolonged 
piece of music ; the impudent sparrow, with 
his bold and noisy cLirping ; the goldfinch, 
with his loud and excelling melody ; the 
yeilowhammer, with his musical call: the hedge- 
sparrow, the lonely tenant of the hedge, with 
his single sad note ; the jackdaw, daw, dawing ; 
but still, doing his best to give utterance to his 
pert and frisky satisfaction ; nor must even 
the Sir Motley of the open fields, the magpie, 
be forgotten, athough his voice of joy broke 
forth only in a most pragmatical jabber ; all, 
all the birds were awake, and up, and out, and 
doing. 

Upon no former morning, during his whole 
past life, could Edmund Fennell have been unr 
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influenced by those sights and sounds, and tdl 
the other sights and sounds of early morning 
around him; often had they had the power, 
acting upon his sympathising and ready spirit, 
of making him jump high and shout out with 
very joy. Now ho heard them not — he saw 
them not. Fears for the safety of hia young 
wife possessed liini, to the full exclusion of 
every other iutereat Her father's rage had 
suddenly overtaken her in some shape or other, 
too horrible to conjecture ; and her private 
marriage with hun was the cause of the calam- 
ity. So he could only loiter and linger near 
the house, or in the place named for the 
meeting, long after the morning broke, and 
until the broad glory of full day warned 
him that a longer delay must expose him to 
disagreeable observation. 

He then paced towards the river side, in deep 
and troubled thought ; and, atill| absorbed in 
painful reflection, he came near to a little 
crowd of ten or more persons, before he was 

TOL. ui. K 
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aware of their proximity. He glanced at 
them observantly for a moment. Some were 
discoursing eagerly, and with excited gestures ; 
while the greater number listened with 
countenances of terror-stricken interest. 

Edmund recollected his soiled and, it must be 
haggard appearance, the result of a night spent 
in agitation, without repose, and in the wet 
and miry fields; and not wishing to attract 
notice, in such a trim, he turned from the men^ 
re-crossed the stile which he had just come over, 
and keeping to the right, continued stealthily 
by a high and close hedge — still on his way 
towards the town, however. The hedge ran up 
a rising ground, but ended at the top of the 
ascent ; he became exposed to the view of the 
persons whose eyes he wished to avoid, and he 
continued his way, running. To his great 
astonishment, these people shouted after him, 
and amid their shouts, or their loud talking 
with one another, Edmund thought he could 
catch the sound of his own name, pronounced 
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in angry accents. He looked and listened. 
The crowd now increasing in numbers, were in 
rapid motion towards tim, and certainly called 
out to him by name, and threateningly com- 
manded him to stop. He did atop, and fully 
confronted them, atUl in great wonder. Nearer 
and nearer they came, making a great clamour, 
addressing him in opprobiious language, and 
uttering alurill and hooting shouts. They closed 
upon him, and struck at him. He defended 
himself against the fierce, and to him, un- 
accountable aggrcsaion, but waa soon over- 
IMJwered. They threw Mm on his back on the 
ground, and bound Ms arms. 

■' What do you mean ?" he asked, amidst the 
deafening clamour, " wliat have I done T' 

Twenty Toices answered together, " You 
know well what you've done I You have done 
a frightful murder !" and they groaned at him 
in the gutteral accents of detestation. 

Through all their noise, a single whisper 
K 3 
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pierced its way into his ear, distinctly uttering 
the following words : — 

^^ Will you stand by the gallow's foot, now, 
an' Eobin Costigan swmging on it ?" 

He turned his head, and looked keenly in the 
direction whence the whisper came; it had 
been uttered by dne of the men who leant over 
him, holding him down on his back ; this 
person having jumped up, was now shuffling 
away through the crowd. Edmund called on 
the people to seize him, but his voice was 
drowned in the uproar of threats and re- 
vilings directed against himself ; and when, 
perforce, he was obliged to march towards the 
town, surrounded by his captors, Edmund vainly 
sought to discover, in the angry faces of those 
around him, the never-to-be-forgotten features 
of his inveterate, self-vowed enemy, Robert 
Costigan. 

Bruised and bleeding, from the blows 
he had received — bareheaded too, for his hat 
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Lad fallen off in the scuffle— bound with ropes 
— hia dress torn, almost to tatters — and pre- 
ceded and followed by a yelling crowd, tbat 
every instant augmentedj Edmund Fennell waa 
conveyed along the streets of liis native town. 

Aa they passed througli the populous suburb, 
men, women, and children came out, in 
hundreds, to meet him, and, when they had 
learned the cause of his being a prisoner, to 
about at him, with the rest — to groan at him, 
abuse him, and execrate him. 

He was taken to the house of the chief magis- 
trate. The gravity of the charge brought against 
him, ensured a speedy investigation of it; and 
before seven o'clock, that morning, the accused 
was foroialiy committed to prison, to stand his 
trial, for his life, in the eourae of the same day, 
before tlie judge, whom Gaby Mac Neary had 
gone to attend, as grand juror, upon the pre- 
vious one. 

His sudden capture — the severe ill-treatment 
he had received — his rapid committal to jail — 
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together with his preceding agitation^ on 
Helen's account^ and his sleepless and restless 
night — everything had so stunned Edmund 
Fennell that he could scarcely attend to the 
evidence adduced against him before the magis- 
trate. Now, in his lonesome ceU, his mind 
began slightly to settle, and to comprehend the 
magnitude of his danger, and he could recur 
somewhat more distinctly to that evidence. 

There had been unseen witnesses of his inter- 
view with Mary Cooney, late on the previous 
evening. 

It will be recollected that she had come up 
with him at a point where a grove, ascend- 
ing a hill, waa to his one hand, and the 
river with a spread of level sward, between it 
and him, to his other hand. On the immediate 
verge of the water, two men were, at this mo- 
ment, reclining. They were engaged angling 
with lines, and thus at their ease, inertly 
watched the progress of their sport. 

These men had observed the meeting between 
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the beggar-girl, and her young benefactor. 
Too distant to overhear the converaation of the 
youthful piiir, they coulii underatand, however, 
that, in the very first instance, the girl wished 
to remain with Ned Fcnnetl, and that he 
wished to part Irom her. When Edmund's 
voice rose high, they caught its accents, though 
still not the words he spoke ; but they noticed 
well, his Be]»arating poor Mary's clinging httnds 
from his arm; hia sudden and (juick retreat; 
her a? sudden fall upon the grass, which they 
believed and swore to have been caused by his 
violence ; and then, her sobs and oriea distinctly 
reached them ; and finally they saw her wander 
along the jtath which Edmund had taken until 
she was quite lost to their view. And, in con- 
clusion, they swore that, from the tones of his 
voice, and from his angry geaturea, at parting 
from her, the young man had, to the best of 
their belief, addressed threatening words to the 
young girl 

The body was not discovered on the spot 
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where, e^'idcntly, murder had been perpetrated 
— evidently according to all the evidence. For 
on that spot was a stone, emeared vrith blood, 
and near it a lock of long, shining hair had 
been found, alao clotted with blood : the award 
around was much trodden and trampled, and 
close to the water, on the bank above, was an 
impression in the grass — plainly one made by a 
recumbent Jemale figure ; while round the 
imprint of the bead, and defining its form, 
appeared a mass of coagulated gore- 
Then, Ned Fennell had been absent from his 
home all the night, and he was seized near the 
scene of the murder, while in the very act of 
returning to it, doubtless after having conveyed 
the corpse of his victim to some place of con- 
cealment not yet ascertained — and returning to 
it for the piirposc of obliterating all marks and 
proofs of his abominable crime. And the 
appearance of hia attire |)roved that he had 
spent the hours of darkness prowling in muddy 
places, while the expression of his face suggested 
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that lie had rct-ently undergone fatigue and 
agitation ; and wliat but guilt could have made 
him Bkulk away, from the group of jjersons at 
the river side, and creep along the hedges, and 
ruu fast when they first called to him ? 

There were, indeed, no marks of blood upon 
him ; but those he must have washed away, for 
hia clothes were quite wet. 

On this evidence Edmund FenncU was com- 
mitted for trial. Little more than an hour 
elapsed, however, whca additional facts were 
brought against him, which, in the public eye, 
fnlly proved him a murderer. 

Gaby Mac Neary had, the previous night, 
turned his only daughter, and only child, out 
of his house, in consequence of discovering 
a private intimacy between her and Ned 
FennelL This, Gaby himself was author- 
ity for. The lock of hiur found near 
the blood-covered stone, and which evidently 
had been torn by force from the wearer's head, 
he at once recognised as being of the exact 
K 5 
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colour and texture of his daughter's hair. 
In the little hoUow on the hill side, a cloak 
and bonnet were discovered ; also a bundle, 
containing articles of female dress — all of which 
he knew, and got others to prove, to have been 
the property of Helen Mac Neary. The cloak 
and bonnet were shown to the men who had 
observed the meeting between Edmund Fennell 
and an unknown young person the evening 
before ; and although they could not swear to 
the colour or texture of these matters, still, to 
the best of their belief they were the self-same 
cloak and bonnet which the girl had on. Helen 
Mac Neary, then, was the individual murdered 
by Edmund Fennell, Search had been made 
for her in every direction ; but " tale or 
tidings" of her no one could supply. And 
after her expulsion from her father's house she 
had gone to seek her seducer, and either throw 
herself upon his protection, or upbraid him as 
the author of her misfortunes; and she met 
with him by chance, by the river side, and he 



FATHER CONNELL. 203 

flung her off and ran from her, and she followed 
him, and it must be, again overtook him; and 
then, irritated by her continued reproofs, and 
giving way to what must have been a long- 
lurking change in his feelings towards her, the 
former ardent and successful lover freed him- 
self, by the alternative of murder, of his now 
hated victim. 
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CHAPTEK XII. 



It is not In the power of language to 
convey, even remotely, a notion of the over- 
whelming horror, that tumbled down upon 
Edmund Fennell, as this new evidence was 
communicated to him. He had fixed it as 
certain in his own mind that^ after parting 
from Mary Cooney, she had been encountered 
and murdered, by Robin Costigan. All liis 
recollections of the old villain's threats to the 
poor beggar girl, and the indistinct vision 
caught of him, while Edmund lay bound and 
prostrate among his captors, plausibly confirmed 
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the trutli of tliis couclusion ; and, apart from 
his own sufferings and danger, he experienced 
many a liitter ijang, while contemplating the 
supposed fitte of his unhappy yonng friend. 

But now, it seemed certain, that his own 
wife had been the victim of the mysterious 
tragedy 1 And tliat he, he was accused as 
the shedder of her blood ! And yet, that was 
nothing : nay, he was ahnost glad of it, for 
in horror, in despair, and in prostration of 
heart and mind, lie grimly felt that public 
exposure, public revJliugs, and a public 
death upon the gallows, were now ncccesary 
to suit and to end Lis inexpressible sense 
of misery. 

There is an old saying — " when a man is 
down, down with him ;" and Edmund Fennell 
soon proved it to be a truism. Anticipated 
condemnation was universal against him. No 
word of pity for hia situation was spoken from 
one to another, throughout bis native city ; 
and not one voice was raised in doubt of the 
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guilt of a formerly esteemed, and well-con- 
ducted young person. 

In his prison, no friendly face appeared to 
offer him counsel or consolation. Under favour 
of the jailor indeed, many came to gaze at 
him ; but, although Edmund could recognize 
some intimate acquaintances, among those 
curious persons, none of them now stepped 
forth to offer him the hand of fellowship ; 
but they scowled at him, or else gaped half in 
fear, upon the haggard murderer. 

The hour for his trial drew near. The 
jailor appeared to warn him of the fact, and to 
advise him to send for a legal person, to prepare 
his defence. Edmund started at the oflScial 
stupidly. His mind was one whirl of confu- 
sion and dismay ; and he could scarce understand 
what he was asked to do. But at length com- 
prehending that he was exhorted to take 
friendly counsel of some one, he desired that 
Father Connell, and Tom Naddy might be 
sent for. This request was granted ; but the 
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messenger soon returned to say, that the priest 
was distant in the country, since day-break 
that morning ; and that Tom Naddy had 
quitted his master's house, and was no where 
to be heard of. 

The jailor again proposed that an attorney 
should be called in, with all dispatch — adding 
that the grand jury, in the court house above 
their heads, had found true bills against Ed- 
mund^ and that his indictment was in progress 
of being made out ; so that, therefore, not an 
instant was to be lost. An attorney accord- 
ingly attended the accused ; and to him 
Edmund, over and over again said — *' I am 
innocent ! I am totally innocent of this hideous 
charge! As God lives, and hears me, I afla 
innocent I" But he could not bring his mind 
further to commune with his legal adviser. 
The gentleman put questions in detail to him ; 
he answered only by bewailing the loss of his 
young wife, and wringing his hands, and shud- 
dering at the thoughts of her horrid death. 
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The attorney quitted his cell, and in strict 
confidence told the first person who asked him 
a question on the subject, that he would do all 
in his power for the young fellow, but that he 
feared with little chance of success ; and very 
knowingly he shook his head as he made this 
declaration. 

About two hours more went by, and, true 
to his prognostic, the jailer came to conduct 
Edmund up into the court house. After tra- 
versing some narrow dark passages, they arrived 
at a flight of spiral steps, ascended it — and 
through a trap-door, Edmund suddenly found 
himself emerged into the dock of the city-court 
— a sea of heads before him and around him — 
his judge, clothed in scarlet and ermine straight 
before him — the galleries also thronged with 
human faces to his front and to either hand — 
and every face turned to him — and the hosts 
of cold detesting eyes fixed on him — a freezing 
firmament of eyes, poor Edmund vaguely 
thought. 
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He waa stunned for an instant, and staggered 
towards the side of the dock. 

" And is it Robin Costigan they are goin' 
to thry fur his life to-day !" asked a voicej in a 
whispering iinder growl, close to him. 

He jumped round, but again failed to catch 
a sight of certain well-known features. 

The jailor called him to stand forward at the 
bar. Hia jury were being sworn, he said, and 
this waa the time for hia clmllengcs, if he had 
any to make. 

Edmund really did not understand ; but he 
answered " no ; ho had no challenges to make ; 
■he had nothing to object to any one." 

It may be asserted that the anticipated 
pablic condemnation, out of doors, accompanied 
the very jury into their box ; — that in fact, 
they had already, eacb, in bis own breast, 
agreed on their verdict, A few there might 
have been amongst them, who, as they looked 
at the pale, ghastly lad, still in his soiled and 
torn attire, and his toilet wholly unattended 
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to, because wholly unthought of, said to them- 
selves — '* we must divest ourselves of our pre- 
judice;" but this very resolve to guard against 
their prejudice, only proved its existence. 

The trial proceeded. The evidence given 
before the magistrate was now repeated against 
the arraigned prisoner at the bar. Edmund 
seemed to attend to what was going on ; but 
his mind was, for the most part far away — 
summoning up before itself, a horrid and re- 
volting picture of Helen's murder by the lonely 
riverside. A slip of paper reached him from 
an imknown person^ and was delivered into his 
hands by the jailor. Edmund read upon it, 
" has the prisoner no counsel ?" He replied, 
speaking to the jailor " no — not one," and took 
no further notice of the matter. The jailor tele- 
graphed the meaning of this answer to a young 
gentleman, sitting near the evidence table, 
who immediately rose, and addressed the court. 
He was a briefless barrister, just " called," and 
" going circuit," upon the vague hope of being, 
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some time or other, engaged in some case or 
other, by some attorney or other. But, the 
briefless young barrister had a feeling heart, 
if not professional notoriety ; and this, joined 
with a little laudable ambition, to make him- 
self known, in any way, now caused him, as 
has been said, to address the judge. 

*' My lord," he began, " the unhappy young 
prisoner at the bar, not having counsel engaged, 
I will act for him, if he and your lordship are 
satisfied." 

The jailor whispered Ned Fennell, and again 
nodded assentingly to the volunteer counsel; 
the judge after a wide distension of his cheeks, 
and the emission of a long puff of breath, also 
nodded. 

." Then, my lord, I have at once to submit 

that the prisoner having been called on to 

plead against a charge of murder, which no one 
« 

saw him commit, and which even cannot be 
proved to have been committed at all — ^for the 
case for the prosecution has just closed, with- 
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out either attempt at such proof having been 
made — " 

" My lord/' interrupted a little [sharp-faced 
gentleman, hopping up from the seats assigned 
to the prosecuting counsel — " I beg Mr. 
A — a— a— a — a's pardon ; but if he will have a 
little patience, he may find much of his sagacity 
anticipated; we have not formally closed our 
case, my Lord ; and we paused a moment only 
to consider a new piece of evidence — ^" 

'^ New evidence," said his Lordship, with an 
additional glow of red, visible even over his 
always red face, and his grey eyes sparkled 
with satisfaction — " new evidence ? Go on 
with it." 

The poor briefless young barrister sat down, 
crest fallen. James Rafferty was called to the 
witness table. A strange looking boy pre- 
sented himself, — one whom no one regarded 
with pleasure or comfort He was quite un- 
known in the town or neighbourhood, he said ; 
a fatherless and motherless beggar boy; and 
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he had been making his way into the town by 
the river side, late last night, when he heard 
angry Yoices approaching him on the path ; 
and being only a poor boy, and no one at hia 
side, he ran and hid hiniBelt' behind some furze 
bUBhes. A young man, and a young girl came 
up — he believed he ought to call her a young 
lady, from her dress, aud from her " fine 
speech." She applied hard names to the 
young man ; — he did not remember all the 
names — and what he subsequently beheld ter- 
rified him so much, that it was no wonder he 
should forget them ; but he did remember one 
of them ; the young girl called the young man 
her " desthroyer." 

The witness then saw the young man and 
the young woman scuffle together; and then, 
the former took up a stone, and struck the 
latter on the forehead, and he struck her again 
and again, until she fell down. And the young 
man went away, when the young woman had 
lain motionless for eome time ; and the boy 
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crept out to look at her, and she was dead. 
He heard the man returning, and hid himself 
again. The man stood for a while over the 
corpse, then stooped down, raised it across his 
arms, and w^nt away with it. 

Witness concluded by saying, that he was 
so much frightened, he was afraid to stir from 
his hiding-place, until the day began to break ; 
that then he ran, as well as he could, to the 
next farm-house, but was too weak to continue 
his way to the town, until he had got something 
to eat ; but that, as soon as he could, he did 
come in, and immediately told his story at the 
mayor's office. 

He was asked if he could point out the person 
he had seen committing this dreadful deed ; 
he answered that he thought he could, for the 
moon was high, and he had seen him plainly. 
The crier's rod was placed in his hand. He 
turned slowly round ; and as he touched with 
it the head of the prisoner, a fearful murmur 
ran through the crowded court-house. 



FATHER CONNELL. 215 

This was all like a loathsome dream to poor 

'I 

Edmund Fennell, though he knew it to be 
reality. 

The judge on the bench, was a man w^ho, it 
was said, scarce ever permitted one grain of 
mercy to be dropped into the scales of justice, 
while he held the balance. He would bully the 
criminal who pleaded for compassion ; but above 
all, while a wretched fellow creature trembled 
before him on the crumbling verge of eternity, 
he would be facetious, flashing some miserable 
pun into the face of the doomed man; and 
then, glancing round to note an approval of his 
faint witticism among his auditors. Sometimes 
he was called *' Judge Bladder-chops," or the 
*' Puffing Judge ;" sometimes he was called the 
" Punning Judge ; but oftener the '* Hanging 
Judge." 

" Curran," said he, at a large dinner party, 
'' is that hung beef before you ?" " No," 
answered Curran, in his shrill, fife-like voice, 
" but let you only try it, and it soon will be." 
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In fact, he was the judge who had presided 
over the trial of Robert Emmett, and whose 
conduct and words on the occasion have, 
with the assistance of the poor young 
enthusiast's comments upon them, immor- 
talized his Lordship in a very peculiar 
way. 

This man charged the jury upon Edmund 
Fennell's trial — In that charge, there was not 
a word of merciful interpretation of circum- 
stances, in favour of the undefended and unde- 
fending youth before him. On the contrary, 
it much resembled a violent speech to evidence, 
by an attorney-general, upon an ex-officio 
prosecution. The jury retired to their room, 
with brows of which any one might interpret 
the meaning ; stopt in it just long enough to 
give the appearance of not being in an unseemly 
haste in deciding upon their verdict ; returned 
to their box, one by one; took their seats 
slowly, and it seemed sorrowfully, after all 
their prejudice against the prisoner ; answered 
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to their names, when called over to turn, by 
the proper officer in low and solemn voices; 
and not even a breathing could be heard among 
the gazing and listening multitude, as the usual 
routine of words passed between them and the 
same individual : — 

" Gentlemen of the jury, have you agreed to 
your verdict ?" 

'^ We have." 

'* Who answers for you ?" 

" Our foreman." 

" How say you, gentlemen of the jury — In 
the first count of the indictment, is the prisoner 
at the bar guilty or not guilty ?" 

" Gmlty." 

And the answer of the Foreman of the jury 
was given in a whisper so thin and wiry — 



" There was nought 
Between it and silence." 



And yet, it was heard in the farthest comer of 
that crammed and suffocating hall. 

VOL. m. L 
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" Look to him jwl^r," immediately said the 
registrar of the Court ; and although these also 
were but words of course, and often carelessly 
uttered, they now seemed to be deeply felt by 
the person who spoke them, and broke upon 
the stilly pause around with the solemnity of a 
knell. 

Clasping his hands tightly, the miserable youth 
at the bar, raised his blood-shot eyes upwards, 
and his white lips moved without sound ; then 
he seemed endeavouring to arrange his dis- 
organized ideas. Several times he pressed the 
lower parts of the pabns of his hands against 
his temples, as if he believed that his brain 
was about to burst through them, and 
that he must thus try to keep it in its 
place. 

The officer of the Court, who had just con- 
signed him to the watchfulness of his jailer, 
now glanced back at the judge, and receiving 
his significant nod, again spoke : — 

'^ Prisoner at the bar, have you anything to 
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sfiy why ecntencc of death aud execution should 
not be passed upon you?" 

" I havcj" answered the prisoner, speaking 
impressively, though in a low voice — " I have ; 
IB this the time for rae to say it ?" 

" It is." 

" My Lord, I will not take up much of your 
time ; I am not able to do so, if I wished to do 
so. My Lord, to my amazement, and my utter 
consternation and dismay, I find myself, all 
within a few houra, arrested, committed, tried, 
and found guilty of a crime, which, upon any 
liuman creature, I would not perpetrate, were 
it to piu'chase a place in Heaven for me. But 
of this — of this murder — oh, how innocent am 
1 1 My Lord, the Judge of us all, and high 
above us all, before whose throne I must 
speedily appear, witnesses, to his own mercy 
and compassion, how innocent 1" 

" Prisoner," interrupted the judge, gurgling 
hia words, through a miae of fat, aud inflating 



220 FATHER CONNELL. 

his cheeks with his wheezing breath, *' Prisoner, 
you have had a fair and impartial trial, and you 
have been found guilty, by a jury of your 
fellow citizens — an upright and conscientious 
jury; and this unsupported assertion of your 
innocence, against their decision, and against the 
clearest testimony, is only a useless occupation 
of the time of the Court." (Puff, puff, puff.) 

'^ My Lord," resumed the prisoner, *' I am 
sorry if what I have spoken was wrong. As well 
as I can recollect, I intended to say nothing cal- 
culated to offend the Court, or the jury. I am 
bound to take it for granted that both have 
fairly discharged their duty." 

He bowed his head for a moment on his 
hands, then extending his arms, and turning his 
eyes upwards, suddenly cried out — 

'^ The Almighty Maker never sent from his 
hands upon this earth, a more perfect specimen 
of his work than you were, my own Helen ! 
And human body never held within it a ten- 
derer, a more devoted heart than yours did! 
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Deep and eternal damnation be the doom of 
hiiu who ahed your precious blood !" 

There was a suppressed burst of grief amongst 
those who surrounded the evidence table ; but 
over all these symptoms of sudden emotion, 
old Gaby Mac Neary's convulsive sobs were 
audible. 

The prisoner continued with an impetuosity 
that nothing could interrupt. 

" And I am told that you have been mur- 
dered, and I have been convicted as your 
murderer 1 I — I, to whom you gave your 
young love 1 I, to whom joii gave your hand 
in marriage I Yes, Helen, yes ! my wife, you 
were—" tears now burst from his hitherto dry 
eyes, " My wife ! the wife of my bosom ! my 
good r my young I my beautiful bride 1 and my 
maiden bride too ! Oh, Grod ! oh, God ! How 
little do they know who call me your murderer, 
the bereavement of my wretched heart, at the 
thought of your loss !" 

" Prisoner at the bar," again interrupted the 
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judge, " you have uttered language, which out 
of respect to the afflicted father of the 
murdered young lady, cannot be permitted by 
the Court. You have called her your wife." 

** Called her my wife?" interrupted Edmund 
in his turn, as he stept, almost jumped back, 
" and does any one say she was not my wife ?" 
he continued fiercely, " who dares to say it ? 
Does any one of you all who crowd round 
about me here, to gratify your want of charity, 
by witnessing the despair, and the agony of my 
young heart — does any one of you all dare to 
say it ?" from side to side of the crowd, and 
up and down from them to the galleries, and 
from the galleries to them again, his wild 
glances flew. 

" No !" answered a loud but yet broken 
voice, and Gaby Mac Neary started up, turned 
roimd, and fully confronted the prisoner, while 
he frowned deeply, although his tears came. 
" No ! I am her father, and I believe she was 
your wife — she told me so herself," he added, 
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his voice giving way, as he suddenly dropt iato 
his seat again. 

*' God bless you, and thank you, sir !" cried 
Edmund, " God Uess you !" 

The judge gave a greater puff than he had 
that day uttered. 

" Why have we not had evidence of thk ?" 
he demanded. 

Edmund had again sunk his f(H*eh6ad upon 
his open hands; he now slightly started, un- 
covered his face, looked thoughtful for an 
instant, and his late impetuosity calmed down, 
replied to the bench in a quiet tone, while 
he bowed respectfully. 

*' My Lord, I could not — I would not have 
tendered evidence upon that point, if I had had 
twenty lives to save ; for, as your Lordship 
knows, I could have proved it only by dis- 
closing the name of the clergyman who married 
me to my beloved Helen; and you are also 
aware, my Lord, that such a disclosure would 
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subject him, by the law of the land, to a felon's 
punishment." 

All eyes were now fixed, with a very changed 
expression, upon the prisoner. The judge 
emitted a puff, which might be called the puff 
bewildered. Graby Mac Neary stood up a third 
time, contemplated his former friend with pecu- 
liar interest, and then, muttering a something 
ejaculatory, which on this grave occasion we 
shall not further describe, pounded his stick 
against the floor, and again sat down. 

" Is it the intention of the prisoner to occupy 
any further the time of the court ?" demanded 
the judge. 

'^ Only for a few moments longer, my Lord. 
Your Lordship is about to pronounce the dread 
sentence of the law upon me. I know it is « 
dreadful one, and yet, I do not dread it. I 
accept it as a boon, as a charity, and as such, 
thank you for it. And I know it is a horrible 
thing to die a murderer's death upon the 
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gibbet; a very, very horrible thing; but tu 
me it will be a pleasing thing; to me, the 
hopeless, and the broien-hearted lad before 
you, it will prove a blessing, not a punishment. 
Were I to live on, it must be in utter misery, 
and in utter darkness of the heart ; for 
with her who is gone from me, the light of life 
has gone also. My Lord, I await your sentence." 
Recapitulating the evidence, the judge 
drew from it most unquestionable proofs 
of the prisoner's guilt, and warned him 
that, in the desperate position in which he 
stood, it would much better become him to de- 
clare at once, his abominable crime, than to 
persevere in groundless assertions of hia inno- 
cence. Tliat the murdered lady was the pri- 
soner's wife, it was impossible to believe ; but 
if such were really the fact, why had not proof 
been given of it? and hia Lordship had asked 
the question before. Surely the proof were 
eiisily attainable. As to the reason designed, 
why it had not been — namely, that the prisoner 
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would not place in jeopardy the — his Lordship 
supposed — popish priest, who, it was pretended, 
had performed the ceremony — that could not 
be a motive likely to influence an individual 
who had no hesitation in staining his soul with 
innocent blood. Much more was said, not, we 
hope, with the intention of making the sufferer 
writke ; and at last, came the sentence of the 
law — ^the judge hastily, and as if eagerly, pro- 
ceeding to put on that silly thing, the melo- 
dramatic black cap, before he pronounced 
it. At the expiration of forty-eight hours, 
the prisoner w#s to be conveyed to the common 
place of execution, and there hanged by the 
neck, until he was dead — 

'* Hanged by the neck until you are dead," 
repeated a voice, in cautious whispers, some- 
where near to Edmund. 

After which the prisoner's body was to be 
given for dissection — 

" And your body to be given for dissection," 
continued his invisible tormentor-^- 
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" And the Lord have mercy on your soul," 
ended Ms Lordship- 

" An' somebody else be ready to recave your 
sowl !" paraphrased the hissing whisperer. 

But simultaneously a thousand voices piously 
and fervently cried " amen," to the judge's 
more merciful prayer. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



With a kind of nightmare sensation, the 
sentenced Ned Fennell having been recon- 
ducted to his cell, beneath the court house, 
seated himself on the miserable bedstead, which 
was in a nook of the miserable place. The 
jailer and a turnkey passed out of his dungeon, 
and locked the door, but he took no notice. 
They had asked him some questions — he had 
returned them no answers. It was now deep 
darkness all around him ; he sat still and 
stirred not. Kats came and walked about his 
feet — ^he was vaguely conscious of their being 
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90 near him ; but he made do attempt to chase 
them away. And how long he remained in thia 
motionless, f'eelinglesa, calloiia condition, he 
did not know, and he did not care to know. 
The door of hia cell re-opened, and a 
turnkey, wearing a black ' maak, entered, a 
rushlight in his hand, nnd wan followed by the 
Catholic clergyman, ■whose duty it was to 
prepare sentenced criminals for death ; and 
atill, the circumstance scarcely arouecd him 
from his lethargy. 

The priest and he were left together. He 
gazed at bis visitor, but only with a dull ex- 
pression. The clergyman addressed him 
commiseratingly ; and Edmund seemed 
gradually to catch meaning from liis 
words — seemed to comprehend the horrible 
past, and the terrible future. He sank on 
hi3 knees nnd prayed. His companion fol- 
lowed his example, and prayed with him. A 
solemn view of the necessity of preparing for 
his death, now almost exclusively filled his 
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soul ; the judgment throne — ^the greatness, and 
the power, and the majesty of Him who sat 
upon it, came before him, in a vision, as it 
were, and yet, almost a palpable one. 

The priest and he still knelt and still prayed 
together. Then Edmund Fennell prayed by 
himself; and then, having signified his readi- 
ness to begin the confession of his sins, the 
clergyman sat on the bedstead, while he knelt 
beside him. The confession was over; the 
penitent fi6w sat close by his spiritual friend, 
and for some time, they so remained, hand in 
hand together. 

Presently the priest addressed to him sooth- 
ing and consoling words, inspiring the great 
hope of a place of rest in another world, and 
Edmund, with a placid countenance, listened 
attentively; he could now thank God and 
his reverend comforter, for a great relief of 
heart. 

For some time, there had been hasty steps, 
passing and repassing outside the cell The 
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conversation between the priest and Edmund 
began to assume a mixed character, partly- 
worldly, and partly religious. The former 
learnt from the latter, that he had not tasted 
food for thirty hours ; he started up, and 
knocked at the door of the dungeon; it was 
opened, and Father Connell appeared standing 
without. 

The instant Edmund beheld the old man, 
he bent his knee to the floor of his prison, and 
looked with a seeking earnestness into his 
protector's face. Neither of them wept at 
this meeting ; the cause of it '* lay too deep for 
tears." Father Connell advanced, very slowly, 
to Edmund. Arriving close to the spot, on 
which he knelt, the aged priest raised his hat, 
and stretched forward his right arm over the 
head of the suppliant, and looking upwards, 
prayed with great solemnity. 

" May He, whose mercy is as unbounded as 
his power and his justice, have mercy and com- 
passion on you !" 
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Edmund Fennell kissed the hand that had 
been raised to Heaven for him. Father Con- 
nell gazed at him, filled with the woe that 
speaks not — Edmund broke the silence: — 

" Fear not much for me, sir," he said, in a 
calm though sorrowful voice — " I am not guilty 
of the horrid act for which they have sentenced 
me to a dreadful deatL" 

The old man stept back, catching his breath. 

*' Edmund Fennell," he said, *' you are 
kneeling — is this true?" 

" It is, my father," answered Edmund. 

He arose and spoke apart with his confessor. 
Father Connell understood him, and watched 
them both, with devouring eagerness. 

" Now sir," resumed Edmund, addressing the 
young priest, and motioning towards the elder. 

*' Sir," said the former, approaching Father 
Connell, " I have permission from my penitent 
to declare to you, that, under the seal of con- 
fession, he has asserted his innocence of hand, 
act, or part in this murder, and of all know- 
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ledge of it, previous to Jiia being accused of 



" Then let me hold you in my arms, my 
son," said Father Connell , " and praise the Lord 
with you," 

After embracing Edmund, they entered 
more into particulars. The other clergyman 
was of their council. Edmuud, for the first 
time since he was thrown down and beaten by 
his captors, couW now exercise the powers of 
his mind — hia recollections, hia judgment, his 
reasoning and comparing faculties ; and he suji- 
plied to his two clerical friends statements whichj 
but a few hours before, might have done him 
some good service. He mentioned the flitting 
appearance of Robin Costigan among the 
people on the high ground near the river; to- 
gether with the words which the old beggar had 
wliiapered into his car. Ho also informed them 
that the same whispering voice had, more than 
once, been near him during hia trial in the 
court-house — though of ihat fact he could not 
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be quite sure, so confused was his brain on the 
occasion. He next gave an account of the boy 
who followed Bobin Costigan^ and whom he 
had himself seen, many years ago, in the shower 
of houses; and though he had not since en- 
countered the imp, imtil this yery day, still, he 
was convinced that it was the same boy, grown 
into somewhat matured years; and here Ed- 
mimd recollected poor Mary Cooney's descrip- 
tion not long ago, of the uninteresting youth : 
and he was convinced that it was the very same 
individual who had borne false testimony against 
him on his trial And lastly, Edmund, after 
noticing Costigan's threats of vengeance against 
him in the shower of houses, and in poor Nick 
Mc Grath's bed-room, concluded by asserting 
his firm conviction that the old ruffian was not 
only the murderer of his wife, but also the 
contriver of his (Edmund's) arrest and con- 
demnation for the atrocious act. 

Father Connell, well recollecting the charac- 
ter of Bobin Costlgan, gave credence to Ned 



235 



F^nneU's assertions and etatemeiits. Ajad that 
the seutenced lad had, on the faith of the cou- 
t'eaaion by which he prepared hia soul for death 
and judgment, persisted in declaring his inno- 
cence, now also recurred, with great force, to 
Father Connell'a mind. 

The old gentleman seemed to ponder deeply, 
and most anxiously, for aome momente. He sud- 
denly aroae from his seat, and moved rapidly to and 
fro witliiii the narrow confines of the cell, his eyes 
winkiug quickly, and seeing nothing, to the 
often named accompaniment of the working of 
his iingera. He passed and repa^cd the cler- 
gyman and Ned Fennell, witliout seeming to 
notice the presence of either. As suddenly as 
he had started, almost jumped up, from the 
bedstead, he now stopped short before the door 
of the dungeon, and with bis clenched knuckles 
gave one loud, authoritative knock agaimst it. 
By the turnkey, who waa Btationed without, it 
waB quickly opened. Not facing round to greet 
the convict, it was nearly in a race that he 
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gained the outer prison door, and emerged into 
the street. He walked along at his utmost 
speed, breathing shortly an^ in puffs, as much 
from eagerness as from haste. Soon turning 
his face to a door some little distance from the 
prison, he seized its knocker, and with it gave 
three blows that made the neighbourhood ring 
and echo again. The instant his summons was 
answered he pushed forward^ without putting a 
single question to the wondering servant, 
mounted a flight of stairs before him, getting 
-up two steps at a time, with almost the springy- 
ness of youth; flung open a door on the 
landing-place, and, without pause or apology, 
broke into a drawing-room, in which was seated 
a florid and very handsome little gentleman, 
surrounded by his family, to whom he was 
reading aloud. But, without any wish for 
stage effect, or of surprise, to the reader, it 
seems the more convenient plan now, to go 
back to Edmund Fennell's prison, before relat- 
ing the old priest's further proceedings. 
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Scarcely had Father Connell left EdmuDd 
and his confessor alone, than another visitor 
entered, the cell. It was Nelly Carty. Her 
step, manner and face, showed earnestness and 
anxiety. When she had passed the sentinel 
turnkey at the door, she suddenly turned round, 
and, with a scrutinizing frown, looked at him, 
from head to foot ; but not seeming to gain 
anything by her investigation, she continued 
her hasty way close to the bedstead, upon 
which Edmund Fennell and hie priest were 
sitting. 

Having saluted them both, she again looked 
beliind her, as if to note whether the door had 
been shut and secured. It had ; and she ad' 
dressed Edmund Fennell, in a very low 
whisper. 

" You'U be wontherin' what brings me here, 
Masther Ned. Its great business, an' many 
kinds of business, that brings me here. I want 
to make enquiries |of you," here she sunk her 
whisper even still lower — " I want to make de- 
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mand of you if a man wid a bit x)f ould black 
felt over his face, an' holes in id, fur his two 
eyes an' his mouth, is one of the jailers that 
comes in an' out to you, in this place ?" 

Edmund, surprised at her appearance, and 
her whole demeanour, and particularly at this 
question, answered that he could not distinctly 
tell whether such was the fact. The clergy- 
man, hofwever, clearly recollected that it was 
by a person so disguised he had been ushered 
into the prisoner. 

'^ But," he resumed, " I did not suppose him 
to be a regular turnkey; from my former 
knowledge of the customs of the prison, I be- 
lieved him to be a very different official" 

" And your riverince was in the right," said 
Nelly Carty ominously nodding to him. 

'^ My executioner," said Edmund Fennell, 
changing colour. 

" He thinks as much," continued Nelly Carty, 
" bud he may be mistaken." 

** Woman, what do you mean ?" questioned 
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poor Edmund^ trembling with the hope which 
these words seemed indirectly to convey. 

'^ Do not dare," said the priest sternly, '^ to 
utter a syllable that may unfoundedly draw 
the mind of my penitent, from the blessed 
prospect of a speedy participation in the joys 
of Heaven." 

'* I won't, your riverince; an' yet, TU answer 
your question, Masther Ned. Harken to me. 
Though I owe you no good will, for turning 
from Mary Cooney to another, I have heart 
enough left in my body, to relieve your mind 
from the terrible thought that is in it at 
present ; from the fear of death on the gallows. 
Listen to me wefU I say. First of all, I can 
prove to the faces of the foolish judge and jury, 
who brought you in guilty of your own wife's 
murther this bless'd day — I can prove that it 
was not your wife's blood at all, nor a lock ov 
your wife's hair at all, that was found close by 
the river side ; and is that news fiir you, Masther 
Ned Fennell ?" 
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Edmund could only clasp his hands, and gape 
and gasp for breath. The priest spoke for him. 

^' News, indeed, if true ; but how can you 
prove it ?" 

'^ By a plain story, your riverince, that I 
will give my oath to, an' that another body, 
well known to Masther Ned, one Masther Tom 
Naddy, will give his oath to — and that another 
body too, will give her oath to — an' now I mane 
Mary — yes ! my own, poor Mary ! — it was you 
they left for dead by the river side — it was you, 
Masther Ned Fennell murthered, if he mur- 
thered any one, though you'll soon be well 
enough alive, plase God, to tell them what 
yourself knows about the matther ! An' isn't 
that another sort of good news for you, Masther 
Ned ?" 

But Edmund did not answer ; he had drooped 
his head upon the priest's shoulder. The fear 
of death had not unmanned him ; the sudden 
reflux of hope now did. 

Nelly Carty, at the clergyman's instance. 



FATHER COMNELL. 



241 



called at the door, for wine and water, and 
other refreshments, and Edmund partook of 
them, and quickly recovered, Nelly Carty wae 
then urged to be more explicit, and she reanmed. 

She told of her meeting with Costigan, on 
the high road, the previous night ; of her 
hunting him off the road, down towards the 
river side ; of her then racing into the town, 
to find Mary Cooney, and keep her out of his 
way ; of her failure in this intention, by Mary's 
absence from Father Connell'a house; of a 
resumed and lengthened search after the poor 
girl ; of wandering here and there almost the 
whole night ; of her taking the path by the 
river side about an hour before day break ; and 
of there discovering the body of Mary, mur- 
dered, she believed, at the first glance, by Robin 
Costigan, 

" Yes !" the half wild wo.nan went on, " the 
bright blessed moon ahone down upon her, and 
showed her to me stiff an' cowld, an' covered 
wid her own blood — and her own blood was all 
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round about her. Well, I knelt down in that 
blood— in my own child'a blood — aye, ye may 
etaii; an' look at me, but my own colleen she 
ia, an' I'll prove that foreneat ye, along wid 
all the rest — so, in her blood I knelt down — 
look, 'tis on my clothes yet ; an' look here too." 
She held wide asunder the heavy grey locks on 
her forehead, and showed upon it a croes, rudely 
marked — " here is some of id agen — I made that 
with it here, an' then I swore an oath, that day 
or nigbi I would not sleep nor stand still) nor 
ate nor dhrink until I could find out the mur- 
therer ov my darlin,' an' dhrag him to the 
gallows' foot I An' though it turned out that he 
did not murther her, as he bid fair to do — I'll 
do it yet I" ehe muttered. " 111 keep that 
oath yet 

" A man come towards me in the moonshine, 
runnin' hard, an' whin I saw him first I thought 
it might be Robin Costigan, comin' back to 
hide his work, an' I jumped up on my feet, an' 
tjarched fur the knife. Bud it was only Tom 
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Naddy, racing frum Gaby Mac Neary'a houaei 
to look afther his young nuBthreaa, aa lie tould 
me, on a promiBC he gave her whin her father 
turned her out that night ; bud he was hours 
too late, he said, by raaon that his ould masther 
kep him employed, a'moat the livelong night, 
goin' up au' down stairs, to his bed-room, an' 
back agen. 

" Tom Naddy stood by me side, whisperin' ; 
he was terribly frightened at the sight under 
bis eyes, an' he thrembled and shook ; an' the 
grief sthruck him too, an' as I cried down the 
bitther tears, he cried along wid me ; he tould 
me he loved Mary— ocb, vrho didn't ! I asked 
him to help me an' carry her corpse away, 
an' bide it frum Kobin Costigan until we could 
bury id, in Chrietian ground. He eaid he 
would, if I'd let him look round about us fur 
his own poor young miathress, who, he had 
fears, was murthered, too. I b'lieved the same 
thing, bud it throubled me little — how could it! 
He came back to me, afther goiu' up every 
H 3 
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risin' ground, an' lookin' over every path, bud 
findia' uo trace of the person he wanted to see ; 
bud, in a little boUow on the hill side, over the 
river, there waa a cloalc of hers, an' a bonnet, 
an' bundle. So he said no more about her fur 
that time, bud he stooped down to help me to 
lift the corpse, an' I went to the feet, an' he 
went to the head ; an' as he stooped over her, 
Tom Naddy gave a little start, an' tuk off his 
hat, an' put his ear close to the spot over her 
heart, an' tuk id away agen, an' held id close 
agen. 

" Tom Naddy," I eaid, " what is your 
mania' ? Mother o' Heaven ! what is your 
manin' ?" 

" ' This girl isn't dead,' he said, jumping up, 
' come here, an' feel her heart.' 

I screeched out, until the river banks, up an' 
down fur miles, hard lue J I ran to my darlin's 
head. I knelt agen, imd bent down — oh, by 
the blessed light ! a little, soiTowful sigh, like, 
stole out frum between her lips, as my cheek 
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touched them. Tom Naddy flew to the river 
and cum back wid water in hie hat, an' we 
threw id upon her face, and we put aome dhrops 
of id into her mouth, an' the life gave more an' 
more signs, all over her, Yis ! the life, the 
life I my darlin' wasn't murthered I My 
darlin' was not dead 1 Waant gone for ever 
frum me t 

" I don't know what I aaid or did — bud I lost 
my senses, I blieve, fur a while. Bud Tom 
Naddy made mo come back to myself, an' 
bring to mind that now, in earnest, we ought 
to take her an' hide her frum Kobin Costigan ; 
and so we did. 

" Nigh at hand, undher the river's bank, there 
was a little boat, that Gaby Mac Neary and 
his daughther used to take their pleasure in, 
whin the summer evenln's ud be fine ; and 
Tom Naddy had the kay of the chain that 
made the httle boat fast by tlic bank, an' he 
knew where the oars were hid; an' we soon 
laid my darlin' in the bottom ov the little boat, 
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an' put the river between her an' Bobin Coati- 
gan. An' at the other side ov the river, where 
the weir croeeee it, there is a mill — a very high, 
tall mill, six lofta high, a flour mill ; an' the 
miller's wife, an' myself were related, an' we 
need to be friends in the pleasant days of my 
^Ihood, long ago, afore I fell into Bin, an' lost 
every friend I had, along wid everything else, 
barrin' the sorrow an' the shame that the sin 
brought; bud she spates to me yet, now and 
then, an' gives me a handful of pyatiea, like the 
other good neighbours ; an' so, we knocked at 
the mill dour, and Anty Murphy got up, — that's 
my gossip's name — whin I tould her my story, 
every word, and that I wanted to hide my 
child frum Kobin Costigan ; an' she asked her 
husband, an' he let us ; an' then, Tom Naddy 
and I, and Anty Murphy's good man, we 
all took Mary out ov the boat, an' we carried 
her up all the step-ladJhers, over all the shaky 
lofts, one afther another, until we had her in 
the top loft ov all ; an' there we made her a 
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little bed, an' Anty helped me to wash an' to 
dhresB the wounda on her poor head ; an' I aat 
down, to be my darlin's nurse ; an' they all 
Bwore to me that no liTin' crature bud myself 
should know that Mary was therei or was alive, 
or what hod become of her, until I could quit 
her side, an' go my own. way, to aee her righti- 
fied, and to keep her frum hamm, for the 
futbure. An' the miller promised that he 
would watch the mill dour well, an' keep off 
every athranger ; an' that he would put a great, 
big wicked dc^, at the feet ov the first step 
ladder, so that the black divU himself, in Kobio 
Costigan's shape, couldn't go up a step ov it, 
widout gittin' lave. 

" My darlin' was now sleepiu' soft, an' Tom 
Naddy an' I had a word about his poor yoimg 
miathresa ; an' afther tellin' him to the best of 
my knowledge where to go look fiir her, he 
gave one look at Mary, an' went hia waya, to 
go in quest of her. 

" The moon now began to go down in the 
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sky, to Diake room fur the niornin' that wae 
comin' in her place ; an' I was sittia' by my 
child'a head, my heart full ov blessed hope, an' 
my eyes fixed on her face. She moaned mourn- 
fully, an' stirred, an' dhrew a long, long breath, 
an' then woke, an' opened her eyee, like the 
dawn ov the day on mc, an' knew me — knew 
me the first look ! Bud I wouldn't let her 
spake a word, nor stir a fut nor a hand. No, I 
wouldn't even spake a word to her myself; 
only I knelt down, an' I kissed her lips and her 
cheeks, an' her poor sore head, over an' over; 
an' gave her something good fur her to dhrink, 
that my cousin left to my band; an' thin, Mary 
soon shut her beautiful eyes agen, an' fell into 
another doze, 

" Fur hoixrs that she slept, I still watched her, 
bud at last stole to a little window in the gable 
of the mill, to open it, an' give her some air ; 
for the sun began to shine sthrong upon the 
slates above our heads, an' it was very hot on 
the little ould loft. So I opened the window, 
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and looked across the river, towards the spot 
where we found ray darlin.' Near that spot, 
undher the high bank, there was a man standiii' 
in the shallow wather, like as if he was hidin.' 
I thought he looked up at the mill, an' thin 
hard at me. I dhrew back, bud only so ae that 
I could still look at him. An' long an' well I 
looked ; bud that man was not Robin Costigan. 
Bud I soon knew who lie was. He turned the 
side ov his face to me, ov a sudden, an' thin I 
knew him. He used to be a great crony of 
Robin's, an' was one of his own picked men. 
I wonthered very much to see Itim there. 
I atill looked over to him, an' came back close 
to the open window. He cast his eyes up agen 
an knew me in his turn, an' beckoned hard an' 
fast to me. I went quite away frum tho window, 
an' my heart sunk down widin me, an' I was 
terribly afeard. It came into my mind that 
Robin Costigan had found out, by manes that 
no one else bud himself could, tliat my poor 
H 5 



250 



FATHBB CONNELL, . 



Mary was alive still, an' bad Bent this man to 
watch her fur hitn — an' oh, I then eyed her 
asleep afore me, an' I wrung mj hands, an' I 
cried, cried, widont sayin' a word, or mal^in' a 
sound, till I thought the heart ud bust into bits 
in my body. 

" A little time afther, my cousin Anty came 
up the step laddher, to tell me that a man 
wanted to see me, outside the mill dour, an' 
wouldn't go away widont seein' me, bud fur no 
barum she thought, only fur aomethin' very 
sarious ; fur he said there was life an' death in 
id — aye, twenty lives an' deaths in id. I gave 
her a pictur, as well as I could, of the ould 
robber — it wasn't him. I went to the window 
agin — the man I saw afore, across the river, 
wasn't there now — more betoken, Anty tould 
me that the man at the mill dour cum across the 
weir, to ask fur me; an' afther a moment's more 
thought, on the head ov it, I left Anty to 
watch my darlin', an' went down to meet Dinnis 
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Keegan, the wickedest comarade that Hobin 
Costigan ever had; bud I didn't find him so 
wicked now. A change was upon him. 

" Along wid all the rest that ever knew her or 
saw her, Molocth had the love on hia heart for 
ray poor Mary, ever since she was a weeny 
child ; an' the epillin' of her blood changed his 
heart an' his mind intirely agen Robin Coati- 
gan — aye, an' agen Kobin Costigan's bad ways, 
an' his own bad ways; an' he made a vow to 
quit him an' them. An' larnin' frum Hobin 
that he meant to send tim an' the others that 
came to help him, in murthering poor Marf , 
far away, an' stay alone himself near the spot, 
where she was left for dead, the thought came 
upon Molocth that Costigan wanted to watch 
her, an' be sure that not a spark of the life sbud 
in her, or, If it did, to ri se his hand to her agen ; 
and fur this rason, he turned back frum the 
others, in a little time, to watch the ould rob- 
ber, in hia turn. Another thing made him 
curious. He saw Costigan takin' the ould hat 
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from the Babby'e Lead, afore they parted ; an' 
then he stole on him, where he vr&s sittin' a one 
side, cuttia' the ould bat into the shape of a 
skibbeah's mask, an' at this, he obsarved him 
cloBer an' closer. 

" An' whin Dinnia Keegan come back to the 
river side, he saw him atandiu' near the place 
where they had left i>oor Mary — bud she wasn't 
to be seen then. An'afterwards, hesawhimhidin' 
until people come up in the grey oy the dawn, 
an' gethered round the bloody spot ; an' thin he 
saw all about you, Masther Edmund, an' the 
part Costigan took in id. The people dhn^ged 
you to the town, and Costigan was wid them 
still ; and still Dennis followed them an' him. 
Whin they all come into the town, great 
was his wondher to see hia ould Masther quit 
the crowd, an' i)ut on his skibbeah'a niaek, in a 
lane forenent tlie jail dour ; an' thin cross over 
to the dour, an' knock at it, an' go in. Bud he 
flooned lamed the manin' ov that turn of ould 
Robin's. It was well known that there was no 
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haDgman in town to do the work that he b'lieved 
would soon be ready on Grallow'a Green; the 
sheriffs were at a great loss, an' in a great 
pucker, fur fear they'd be forced to do id thim- 
eelves ; an' so, out ov the ould Ioyc he bears you 
Masther Edmund, an' moreover, to hide himself 
for a little while, in the last place in the world, 
where people ud come to look fur him, an fur 
that rason, in the beat place, Robin Costigan is 
undher one roof wid you to-night." 

Many had been the interruptions oa the part 
of Edmund and the clergyman, to this narration 
of Nelly Carty ; and now Edmund broke out, 
shuddering, in exclamations of horror and dis- 
gust ; not yet unmixed with fear even. He 
also expressed great surprise at the last circum- 
stance mentioned by the potato-beggar. 

" It is indeed very strange," said tlie clergy- 
man, " but not so very unusual. To my own 
recollection, it has happened more than once 
before, that a man in a black mask has ofi'ered 
himself at the jail door, as executioner for an 
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approaching event; and after Btipulatisg that 
bis name should not be asked, and that to 
guard against public exposure, he should wear 
his mask till the matter was ended, hia proffered 
services have been accepted ; and after the 
affair, and after receiving a heavy fee, he haa 
gone abroad into the world again, no one know- 
ing anything more about him." 

The cell door was here again opened, and 
Father Connell re-entered in great and agitated 
haste, followed by our smiling, handsome little 
gentleman. A small table being provided, 
the latter sat down to it, deliberately put on 
his spectacles, and drew from his pocket, penS) 
an ink bottle, and very professional paper, 
smiling all the while moat kindly and com- 
placently. In fact, he was an attorney, a great 
friend of Father Connell, and he had come 
under the old priest's guidance, to make 
notes from Edmund Fennell'a own declarations, 
for a memori^, to be presented to the Lord 
Lieutenant, praying a respite of Edmund's 
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sentence, beyond the forty-eight hoars specified 
by the " hanging judge," to enable the con- 
demned lad to establish his innocence. 

The powerful additions made to Edmund's 
case, since Father Connell had left the prison, 
were now heard with great joy by the old 
clergyman, and with great satisfaction by the 
attorney. Father Connell even went bo far as 
to presume that they were suiEcient to procure 
Edmund's immediate liberation, witliout having 
recourse to the memorial at all. 

But the smiling solicitor shook hia head. 
They supplied only additional reasons, he said, 
why the memorial should be proceeded with ; 
they made it stronger, and greatly increased 
the chance of its success. Yet, strong as they 
were, they did not afford such legal and palpa- 
ble proof of Edmund's mnocence, as to autho- 
rize the local authoritiea not to proceed in the 
execution of the law's sentence. Besides, be 
whispered to the two clergymen, that the time 
was now perilously short ; and accidents might 
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happen on the road ; or the Lord Lieutenant 
might not at once be seen. And in fact, he 
concluded, the attempt to murder Mary Cooney 
did not disprove the evidence on the trial that 
Edmund had murdered Helen Mac Neary; 
that lady must be forthcoming, in order to 
have the fact demonstrated, and therefore the 
memorial ought to be prepared, and forwarded 
with all despatch. 

" The young lady ia alive, an' I hope well," 
here observed Nelly Carty in a whisper to 
Father Connell, " one towld me as much, sence 
I sent Tom Naddy to look fur her; but God 
knows whin Tom cm have her to the fore ; an' 
fur that rason, your riverince, let the attor- 
ney begin his writin'," 

Fully convinced, and now more anxious than 
ever, Father Connell urged his friend to com- 
plete his task. Poor Edmund observed the 
demur among them all, and again changed 
colour. The attorney did not take a long time 
to finish his notes, father Connell and he 
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were then hastily leaving the cell — the former 
ahnoBt dragging out Hs methodical friend. 
So eamcBt was hie hurry, that he croseed the 
threehold without taking leave of Edmund 
Fennell 

" Will you not give me your blesaing, sir, 
before you go," eiud Edmund. 

Father Connell paused, and turned round. 
Edmund waa upon hia knees. He liastened to 
him, and assumed the aajue position, 

" Kneel down, kneel down," he said, slowly 
and impressively motioning to the other clergy- 
man, to his professional friend, and also to 
Nelly Carty, who remained in the most distent 
comer of the cell ; " and kneel down," he con- 
tinued to the stern looking man who had 
opened the dungeon door for his departure; 
and who now stood upon its threshold. He 
was obeyed by all. He had not spoken loudly 
to them, but there was a patriarchal authority 
in his low toned command, and so all knelt. 
Then he laid his hat besid<j him on the floor. 
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strained hie eyes upward, and etretched his 
arms to their full length above his head. And 
he prayed in the same suppressed inward voice 
in which he had isBued his command to those 
around him. 

" Lord of justice and of mercy, mercifully 
hear our humble supplications this night I If 
it be your holy will to take this boy out of the 
world, even now, in the vigour of his firet 
youth ; grant to him, we beseech tbecj that he 
may be enabled to prepare for meeting Thee 
face to face — Thee his August and Heavenly 
judge I" 

He placed the palms of his hands on Ed- 
mund's bowed head, as he continued, '* the 
blessing of God be upon you, and with you, 
my child, amen ;" and the amen echoed by 
those who knelt around, if not loud, was 
heartfelt. 

Without rising from hia place, the ancient 
priest allowed his hands to fall on the shoulders 
of him for whom he prayed, and he laid hie 
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cheek close to that of the sentenced prieoner. 
For a little while he remained silently thus, and 
the lookers on could perceive that he wrestled, 
almost till he shook, with Ms strong sorrow. 
At length he suddenly arose ; three times made 
with his open hand the sign of the cross over 
his adopted son, and again caressing him cheek 
to cheek, whispered in his ear — 

" Now God be with you, Neddy, my poor 
child — God be with you," and before Edmund 
could command words to express his feelings, 
Father Connell had hastened with hia profes- 
sional friend to the remote outside door of the 
prison, commanding the turn-key, who was in 
attendance, to follow and open it for him. 

In the mean time the head JMler or governor 
of the dreary abode appeared at Edmund's cell 
door. 

" What is this," he asked, " long passed 
prison hours and strangers yet in the prison ? I 
beg your pardon, sir," he continued turning to 
Edmund's confessor, " I could not mean you — 



you are, of coarae at liberty to remain as long 
as he and you like with the poor young gentle- 
man ; but— come here friend. Mask !" he went 
on, calling through the open door up the 
passage which crossed it, " come here and put 
this stranger out of the jaiL" 

The person addressed entered frem the dark- 
ness without, like a. summoned familiar — 
" remove her from the cell," continued the 
governor, pointing to Nelly Carty. 

" He'll niver do that," answered the potatoe 
be^ar — " but do you lock the cell dour well, 
Misther jailer, an' mind what I'm goin' to say !" 
her directions were inetantly obeyed ; she flew 
at the man in the mask, and stuck in him like 
a wild eat ; he struggled hard with her ; but 
she succeeded in tearing off the disguise from 
hia face, as she shrieked out—" look at him 
now, an' well!— this ia the man that spilt the 
blood by the river side last night — blood that 
Master Edmund Feonell never stained hie 
hands in — never had to do with — and that I'll 
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prove ! Ill prove ! — and this is the man that 
thought to rob onld Nick Mc Grath's house a 
little while ago> an' thought to set it o' fire — 
saize him an' hould him fast, Misther jailer ! 
hould him fast, or a near crony of his will 
whip him oflf from you, while you're not 
dhraming about it I he broke this jail afore now, 
when ye thought ye had him safe for the gal- 
lows, for stealmg Tom Hefferman's cow-ay, 
an' after ye thought that ye hanged him well, 
for stealing the widdy Murphy's horse I hould 
him fast, Misther jailor I — good night, Bobin/' 
she added — '' 111 meet you at the gallows' fut 
agen, plase God." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



Father CoanxEUL and the aolicitor walked 
away from the prison, towards the house of 
the latter, the old priest holding his head very 
high, and clawing his friend's arm, upon which 
he leaned, at a great rate. To many questions 
from his companion^ he remained quite silent — 
in fact he did not hear them. Being however 
closely pressed, by repeated queries, as to the 
messenger he intended to send to Dublin, with 
the memorial, and haying at length, heard and 
imderstood what was demanded of him, he 
replied that he would take chaise of it thither 
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himself. Into the hands of no other living 
creature, would he iutniet it. There was no 
other living creature loved Neddy Fennell so 
well, and no other could eo well perform the 
neccBsary duties required by the exigencies of 
the case. 

The attorney pondered, and came to the 
conclusion, that He venerable companion was 
right. They arrived at the attorney's house, and 
entered his office. Although our good-hu- 
moured, and placid friend knew perfectly well 
that expedition was now of all things neces* 
eary, yet, were his habits of systematic pro- 
ceeding not to be overturned. He aat down 
to make a fair draft of the memorial, with oU 
his usual precision and deliberation. He 
arranged his facts methodically; selected his 
words carefully ; duly and slowly read over his 
rough draft, now thus amended, measured a 
margin on the paper for his second draft, alid 
determined the distance that was to be observed 
between its lines, as if the human life at stake 
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depended upon the technical correctneBB of the 
document. 

AH this while our poor Father Connell was 
in a fever of anxiety. His professional friend 
had provided him with an arm chair, and smiling 
most imperturbably, requested him to occupy 
it- But the old man coiild not sit still. He 
would start up and pace about ; glance eagerly 
at the bIow, though sure, progress of the attor- 
ney ; drop sitting for a while ; again start up ; 
try to look at some good prints, which were 
upon the walls of the apartment ; start away 
from them, and more hastily than before, pace 
about in every direction ; glance again and 
ag^u at the writer at the desk, and force him- 
self barely to suppress exclamations of im- 
patience to be gone. But it was beyond the 
eleventh hour of the night before he at length 
placed the important paper in the side pocket 
of his jock coat 

" Now how do you intend to travel, Father 
Connell ?" asked bb Mend. 
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This point had not previously occurred to 
our parish priest, in his thoughtful abatractione, 
nlthough more important ones had. He paused 
a moment, and answered — " on horseback — it 
was on horseback he always journeyed, and be 
was a good horseman." 

" Very true, sir ; every one knowa that; 
but I fear your sedate bay mare would 
find an uninterrupted journey of sixty Irish 
miles, and necessarily, a haaty journey too, 
beyond her powers of performance." 

" And I believe so," muttered Father Con- 
nell, in a dilemma. 

" You must take a poat-chaise, sir," continued 
the attorney ; " there is no stage coach, nor mail 
coach to set out from this town until to-morrow 
— a poat-chaiae it must be," 

The old priest assented, and they parted. 
There were now little more than thirty six 
hours left, for going to Dublin, for presenting 
the memorial, and for coming back ; and, the 
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distance, going and coming, wa^ one hun- 
dred and twenty long Irish miles. The Inn 
where Father Connell should engage a post- 
diaise, was on his way to his own house. When 
he reached it, its doors were closed, and no 
lights to be seen in its windows. Father Connell 
knocked loudly ; he was not answered. Again 
and again and again; the same result. He 
hurried into the middle of the street, and gazed 
eagerly towards the black windows, for a gleam 
of a light ; no such thing was to be seen ; he 
regained the door, and listened with bent head, 
to catch the sound of a footstep within the 
house ; no such thing was to be heard. Knock, 
knock, knock, knock ; silence. Often and often 
did he pray to God to grant him patience, and 
to strengthen him. Nearly one whole precious 
hour thus wore away; and all the while, it 
rained heavily upon his fevered and heated body. 
At length, in answer to a tremendous assault of 
his heels upon the door, a voice was heard 
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speaking within, and calling on others, in no 
very gentle accents, to stir themselves and get 
up. Father Connell ceaaed knocking, and 
awaited the opening of the door. But the loud 
voice within ceaaed too ; and once more there 
was dead silence, and the door was not opened. 
All the tired inmates of the inn were, in fact, 
in their first sound sleep of the night. Our 
priest had nothing for it but go to Mb old work 
over again, which, indeed, he did, to the very 
utmost of his strength and power. 

A window was thrown up ; a bitter curse 
flung at him, and a sleepy growling voice 
demanded — " why the devil he made such a 
racket at that hour ?" 

la a tone of absolute entreaty, nay, humility, 
Father Connell made his business known. He 
was answered that no post-chaise could be had at 
such an unseasonable hour of the night ; and 
the speaker wondered exceedingly, in his very 
heart and soul, how any one could even think 
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of each a thing ; the horses bad all come home 
late, tired from the road ; and the poet-boys 
had all gone to thetr homes and their beds, 
long ago, and it was a sluime, and a " bumin' " 
shame, to disturb honest people, in the dead 
of night, in such manner ; and such a night 
too — cold, and blowing, and pelting rain — it 
was a scandalous shame. 

'* I beseech and pnty of you, for the love ctf 
lieaven," said Father Connell, " do not refuse 
me — it is a matter of life and death — do not 
refuse, and may God reward you !" 

A petitioner is seldom thought much of. 
He was told that he ought to be in fais own 
bed, instead of being out in the rain, on a dark 
piercing night, saying his prayers in the middle 
of the street 

" Get me a post-chaise at once, I command 
you I" the old man now cried out, stung per- 
haps by the sarcasm, while he was tormented 
by the delay. 

The speaker's tone immediately changed. 
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Enquiry was made who wanted the vehicle? 
Father Connell gave hia name. Many and 
profuse apologies followed. The speaker dis- 
appeared ; in a little time, the landlord and the 
waiter opened the door, and a promise was 
given that the best post-cluuse in the establieli- 
ment should be at the prieet's door, iu a few 
momenta. 

The priest made enquires as to the pro- 
bable amount of the expenses of a journey to 
Dublin and back again. He learned in reply, 
that, by post-chaise conveyance, they would 
amount nearly to twelve or thirteen pounds. 
He was astounded. Ever since lie had become 
a parish priest, indeed, during his whole long 
life, so large a sum, belonging to himself, had 
not once been in his possession. He thrust 
his hands into his pockets ; they contained a 
few shillings ; and he hastened home in dismay, 
to search the little qnmnt-looking old desk in 
his bed-room, full of sad misgivings that hia 
quest would be profitless. 
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His housekeeper, who, on hia return from 
the country, that evening, was the first to 
acquaint him with the calamity that had oc- 
curred, now met him with eyes swollen and blood- 
ahot from crying all the day and night; and 
her air of aelf importance was quite forgotten, 
as (the hig tears mnning in a continuous 
stream down her unfeminine face) she looked 
into the Iiaggard and care-worn countenance of 
lier old master. 

" Yes, my poor Peggy," he aaidj endeavour- 
ing to gulph down the sorrow, which, in spite 
of his utmost efforts, began, at this sight, to 
maater him : — " yea, my poor Peggy, you loved 
the boy as I loved him, and your heart is fiill 
as well as my own — " he pressed the house- 
keeper's rough hands in his, while, for the first 
time that night, the tears now ran from hia own 
old eyes, as they encountered her's. But very 
shortly he recovered and re-manned himself. 

By his directions the houaekeeper followed 
him into his bed-room. Here he acquainted her 
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with the almost estabhshcd fact of Ned Fen- 
nell's innocence; and how the poor woman 
now again wept, but triumphantly! It had 
been, too, her own firna belief, all through, 
notwithstanding the decided opinions to the 
contrary, pronounced by all the comforters who 
had visited her during the day and night, and 
will she not be allowed a little egotistical ei- 
ultation on that account also? 

She entered fully into the spirit of the aged 
clergyman, regarding his present expedition; 
and gleams of hope began to break in upon her 
despairing grief. So, while the priest unlocked 
and searched his desk, Mrs. Molloy busied her- 
self in packing up a change of attire for him : 
but she could barely refnun, even in his and 
her distress, from giving vent, while doing eo, 
to her customary remarks on his extravagance, 
as she surveyed the few inner garments, most 
of them patched, and re-patched, which consti- 
tutedhispresent stock. Shedidrefrain,however, 
as she glanced at his changed fiicc, and shivering 
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frame ; and oh, often and of^co, to the end of her 
life afterwards, had Mrs. Molloy to bless God 
that she had done so, and that her whole conduct 
and speech had been studiouslj, and indeed, 
unusually respectful to the old gentleman, on 
thia sad eve of their parting. 

Father Connell rmnmaged his sarcophagus. 
He alighted upon a parcel well wrapped up, 
and secured with twine. It certainly contained 
money, and it was weighty too. But, there 
was a label upon it, in his own hand writing, 
which declared — 

" This money belongs to the charity school 
—£50." 

We have seen Father Connell at something 
like his present occupation, before now. Upon 
that occasion he did trespass, to the extent of a 
few shillings, upon a fund, over which he had 
willed himself to have no controul ; and having 
found some difficulty in quickly restoring even 
the trifle then abstracted from it, he had made 
a solemn vow never again to be guilty of a like 
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peculatioQ. So this parcel was put aside. He 
found another, a smaller one, tied up with equal 
care, but it was labelled too — 

" Thia money belongs to the poor of the 
pariah — £17." 

A third, and it announced — 

" Thia money belongs to Mary Cooney — 
given to me, for her personal wants and necee- 
sities by Neddy FennelL" 

The future probable lot of the poor beggai-- 
girl struck upon hia mind, and thia parcel also 
quickly fell from liie hand. 

He took between hia finger and thumb the 
ring of a very little drawer, on which waa 
written — 

" Thia contains my own money." 

He pulled the drawer open ; within it were 
thirteen shillings in silver, and a few half-pence. 

He aighed, and looked very Borrowfully at 

his little drawer ; counted the silver over and 

over again ; raised up and laid down the money 

for the school, and the money for the poor, and 

N 5 
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the money for Mary Cooney; and then he 
walked rapidly lengthways and croBBwaya 
through hia little bedchamber. 

The pOBt-chalse rattled at the outer door. 
He returned to hia desk; a aecond time took 
up the three parcels, one after the other, a 
second time put them down, and bent his head 
almost in despair. His housekeeper had left 
tlie apartment without hia observation. He 
HOW felt her ponderous hand upon his arm. 
She drew him to a small table to one side, and 
euiptied tliereon the stocking in which she had 
stored the savings of her whole life, and ad- 
dressed him. 

" God help you, fur a poor fool of a man," 
she was going to say, but she checked herself, 
and proceeded in an amended form — " God help 
you fur a charitable crature ov a man, an' how 
could you have money, an' all the world dhrag- 
ging id frum you ? Take that, an' use id, and 
spend id to save iny poor warm-hearted boy — 
him that I'd give the blood firum my veins to 
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save, not to talk o'money : take id in, in the 
name ov God ; an' may he keep you, an' guard 
you, an' prosper you, in your journey." 

Father Conncll looked at Ms housekeeper in 
BurpriBe and admiration. He paused; ehe 
urged htm more and more. 

" Peggy, Peggy," he answered, " I will take 
your money, then ; and if you are not paid it 
back, Peggy, in this world — if anything should 
happen to me upon the road, going or return- 
ing, Peggy — it will be a store for you, multi- 
plied ten times ten fold, in a better world. 
May my blessing, Peggy, and the blessing of 
the Lord, be with you, and about you." 

The stocking had contained more than Father 
Connell deemed necessary for his expedition. 
He entered on a slip of paper, the exact sum he 
believed he should want, marking it as borrowed 
from Mrs. Molloy; placed this docket in his 
little drawer, appropriated the silver the drawer 
held, and closed his desk. 
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Aa he descended the etaire, towards the poet- 
chaise, Mrs. Molloj again encountered him. 

" You're lookin' very sick intirely, air," she 
aaid, " tm' you're in a could thremblin' ; — take 
this frum me afore you lave me." 

" I will indeed, Peggy ; I will indeed; and 
I give you my hearty thanks besides, for think- 
ing of it; you arc a good creature, Peggy; and 
indeed I wanted this ; it was very thoughtful 
of you, Peggy." 

The housekeeper had handed the old priest a 
mug of warmed spiced ale, he drank it 
eagerly; alaa, he said but the truth, when he 
told her he wanted it. He handed her back 
tlie mug. He gazed into her hard features; 
bade her farewell, reverently and affection- 
ately ; descended to the little yard ; gave one 
look around at the old place, and up 
the little garden, and then stept into his post- 
chaise, aud after a clattering bang-to, of its 
door, was whirled off on his journey. 
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An old mitten dropt from his hand, as he 
ascended the yehicle. When the chaise was 
out of sight, Mrs. MoUoy took it up, kissed it 
and closed her hand and fingers hard upon it ; 
and she kept it afterwards as a precious trea- 
sure, until her dying day. 
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CHAPTER XV. 



After the departure, from the condemned cell^ 
of the old priest, the good-natured attorney, 
Nelly Carty, and the head jailer, Edmund 
Fennell's spiritual friend, still remained with 
him. It was the object and effort of this 
gentleman now to wean Edmund's mind from any 
dependence upon the favourable circumstances 
which had recently occurred, between him and 
his sentenced lot, and once more to fix his 
whole soul upon the prospect of confronting, 
within a few measured hours, his eternal 
judge. This he did gradually and impercepti- 
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bly, but Bucceasfullj ; dwelling upon all the 
hopes held out, he argued from them, even as 
Edmund's legal adviser had done, that they 
were not bo certain as the fact that the sentence 
of the law should take its course, if the 
very personal appearance of Helen Mac Neary 
did not occur to interrupt it. And by degrees 
Edmund's mind and spirit followed the ai^' 
ments of the good clergyman ; and in profound- 
est awe, and not without an occasional dash of 
wholeaome fear, he at length brought himself 
to contemplate, almost exclusively, tlie tremen- 
dous subject of the change from life to eternity, 
through the gatee of death, and the vaetness, 
and the mightiness, and the mystery of a 
meeting with his Maker. 

At about one o'clock in the morning, the 
clergyman bade liim a temporary farewell, and 
Edmund was alone with his own thoughts — a 
prayer-book in hia hand, to which bis eye often 
reverted. 

Hia attention became distracted by a sudden 
and great tumult on the outside of the prison. 
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There was a thundering and battering at the 
iron-sheeted door, and a clamour of many voiceB, 
over all of which, one voice, which Edmund 
thought heshould know, pre-eminently bellowed. 
Then he heard the voicea, evidently in the in- 
terior of the jail, and much confused tramping 
and stamping, and shuffling and dri^ging, near 
to him, and at a distance. Presently Bilence 
ensued. But the door of his dungeon was 
shortly afterwards unlocked, and Tom Naddy 
made hia appearance. 

Edmund Fennell had extended his hand to 
greet Tom's entrance, but ho held it back, upon 
perceiving what, under the circumstances, he 
could not avoid considering, as an unnatural and 
brutal levity, on the part of hia old acqu^nt- 
ance, Tom's hat was quite out of his general 
mode of wearing that appendi^e — considerably 
to one side of his head, and fixed, indeed, in an ab- 
solutely rakish position ; an unrestrained broad 
grin ran over hia face, and he was really, and 
truly, and heartily, and loudly whistling, a jig 
air at intervals. Besides his usual cautious 
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carriage, he assumed, too, as much of a swag- 
ger as his size and proportions permitted. 

'* Well Masther Ned," said Tom, " au' how 
goes oats to-day ?" 

Edmund gazed at him, not in anger, but in 
great disgust. 

" Very bad accommodations they give here, 
Masther Ned, conaidering that they make 
people put up their quarthers in id, agen the 
grain." 

So utterly had Ned Fennell been absorbed in 
the contemplation of unearthly matters, that 
his mere human reason proved dull, for a 
moment, to the meaning, which, in a more dis- 
engaged frame of mind, he must have attached 
to Tom's buffoonery, 

" You have absented yourself," he said, 
" all through my misery, and are you now come 
to insult me ?" 

" No, Masther Ned, I am not," answered 
Tom Naddy, now showing, by his tones and 
manner, that he could feel — " bud I have news 
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to tell you, that 'ill — ^ and he resumed his 
waggery — " that 'ill make you put that good 
book in your pocket, until day break, at laste." 

Edmund began to apprehend. He gaped, he 
stared, he clasped his hands : — 

" Well ? — do not trifle with me one mo- 
ment r 

^' Masther Ned, I won a wager ov two ould 
golden guineas from you afore now ; I have 
them two guineas yet — an' I'll bet you the 
same two agen ten more, that 'ill make you 
caper about this cursed hole ov a place — aye — 
an' afore you're much oulder — ^like a young 
filly through a clover field." 

" Tom !" was all Edmund Fennell could say, 
as he grasped tightly 'the fellow's arm. 

" Aye, faith — cover-the-buckle it must be, 
by the piper that played afore Moses.'' 

" My wife — Tom — my wife !" 

" Brave an' hearty, she thanks you kindly — 
would you like to see her, Masther Ned ?" 

Tom knocked at the dungeon door, and the 
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next instant Helen Mac Neary was embraced 
by her young husband. A description of their 
meeting shall not be attempted, by its present 
incompetent hiatoriana. 

" By the great Gog, he's fond of her ehure 
enough, poor fellowj" said Gahy Mac Neary, 
who, nnhceded by Edmund Fennell, had been 
looking on ; and who, as he spoke, pnt hie hand 
to his throat, as if to force down something 
which he felt stuck in it. 

" Edmund, dear Edmund," whispered Helen, 
" my father^my father is present." 

" Your father, Helen ?" He gazed stupidly 
around him. " Excuse me, sir," he smd — " I 
did not indeed know that you were here." 

" By Gog, you puppy, that's plain enough, 
and divil a much you care if I was in Dingle- 
dee-cooch, if you spoke the truth." 

" Sir, sir, your presence makes me hope that 
I am the happiest creature the day ever dawned 
on — it makes me hope, sir, you forgive 
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" What would be the use in lajing this stick 
on your shoulders, until I broke it in pieces, as I 
ought to do? Confound the baggt^e, she 
would'nt quit you no-w if I were to go whia- 
tle jiga to a milestone for it," 

" He forgives us fully, dearest Edmund, 
and he loves ub fully," whispered Helen. 

" Sir," continued Edmund, while he and his 
bride knelt to old Gaby — " you will find me 
a grateful sou ; if ever I give you, or my 
darling Helen, cause to regret your great 
kindness ; I pray that He who now blesses me 
80 exceedingly, may punish me in proportion." 

" Your hand here, you damned puppy. 
After all, I ran away with her mother, myself; 
blug - a - bouns ! could I expect that she 
would'nt have the ould drop in her, got at both 
sides of the house ? Tlierc shake hands, and 
let there be an end to it. There's only one 
thing I'll aek from you, you young rascal." 

" Anything sii-— anything that I can promise 
or perform — only name it." 
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" Kead your recantation, — plteli Popery and 
holy water to ould Nick, and go to church, 
like a dacent, honest fellow. — Blug-a-bounkers ! 
is it laughing at me you are, you cross-grained 
cur?" he exclaimed digrcBsively, as he turned 
tiaattly round to Torn Naddy, and gave him 
such a tap on the head witli his bludgeon, 
aa caused Tom to cringe, and rub hard the 
affected part — " By Gog alive, I'll crack your 
crown in pieces, before you're much older — 
hah ! take that, and the devil be your apothe- 
cary; 'twas you brought all this about, you 
brat ; I know the whole of it," he continued, 
re-addressing bis son-in-law — " the grinning 
monkey had the impudence to tell me every 
word about it, and did'nt seem a bit afnud 
neither ; — 'twas he schemed out this marriage 
between ye — and damn my buttons if ever I'd 
foi^vc the pair of ye, only that it was that 
whelp's doing, and not your own — hah, hah, 
hah ! by the boot, but 'twas a good joke for all 
that, " stumping about in great glee," — he laid 
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you a wager of two guineas that Helen 
would be married in a week — you thought 
the wager was that she should be married to 
creeping Dick Stanton; but the devil's bird 
there, to win his two guineas, worked his plan 
to marry her to yourself — ^never a better, hah, 
hah I Well, you brat. 111 give you your due 
— ^you're as cunning as old Bam£^ the robber — 
every bit — ^hah, hah ! — aye, by the great Grog — 
only 'twas that cur's doing, I'd never let ye 
within two acres of one another, — one or the 
other of ye." 

'* Now my dear father, you would, you 
would, even for my sake," 

" Why mam," put in Tom Naddy, '' he 
neither et, nor dhrank, nor slept, from the 
moment you left him, until he got you back 
again." 

*' By Gog you lie, you curmudgeon I I ate 
two legs of mutton, and I dhrank a dozen of 
port ; and I snored so loud, that you'd hear me 
from Cork to Dublin. But you baggage, we'll 
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have no more fighting, and no more parting: 
and when that pappy of yours goes to church, 
aa I said before, and comes home an honest 
Protestantj we'll be aa happy as the day is long. 
But don't think that you'll escape me, yon 
mongrel — I'll thrash you within an inch 
of your life, every day in the week — and by 
(iog you should never enter my doors, you 
liml, only you're the very fellow that has made 
us all so happy^ — hollow I abroad there 1" he 
thundered at the cell door with his bludgeon ; 
the head jailer appeared j he intimated tliat he 
was about to withdraw from the jail, and take 
his son-in-law, the prisoner, home with him; 
the man modestly demurred, stating that such 
a proceeding must occur formally, and that 
he could not risk his situation, to allow it to 
happen, in any other manner. 

" Gog's-blug-an-ages ! Don't you know who 
I am, man? Aud won't I be your warrant?" 

The jailer did know very well, and no one 
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could respect Mr. Mac Neary, and the young 
lady, and the young gentleman, more than he 
did: but — 

Gaby Mac Neary blustered again, and even 
ndsed his stick ; all was useless ; the man was 
firm, though not offensive ; and until a reasons- 
able hour in the morning, Mr. Mac Neary 
could not expect to remove Mr. Fennell from 
the prison. 

** Then we'll all stay where we are, till a 
reasonable hour in the morning, by the great 
Gog ! an' you must give us a good table and 
chairs here — d'ye hear me, sir? And you 
must send somebody — here Naddy you bmt, 
you'll do the business — gallop off to my house, 
and bring up here the cold sirloin that I .left 
almost as good as new to-day; and the two 
bottles of wine that you'll find on the parlour 
sideboard, and all the other things we want — 
and get all the help you can in the house to 
carry them with you — run, you starved brat ! 
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f we must stay here, 
. the morning, we'll 



Aye, by the great Gog ! 
till a reasonable hour i 
make a m.orning of it 1" 

The governor of the jail, with all his turn- 
keys and personal servaiitB who were awake, 
supplied the chairs and tables ordered. Tom 
Xaddy ran down the street, and almost ran back 
again, laden as he was, followed by one or two 
assistants, and the table was soon covered, and 
the chairs soon occupied ; and never, from that 
time to this, or before, did such a revel, a 
" rolicking," take place, ia a condemned cell 
But it will be easily conceived that in all the 
loud or expressive portions of this merrymaking, 
Gaby Mac Neary and Tom Naddy were the 
most distinguished performers. Poor Helen, 
and poor Edmund sat side by side, hand ia 
hand, almost cheek to cheek, and only speaking 
to each other in whispers, except when sum- 
moned by their chief to respond to some very 
emphatic question or burst of hilarity. 

Tom Naddy was seated to one side of the 
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cell; and of courBe recounted how he had 
succeeded in diaeoveriug and recapturing Helen ; 
how Nelly Cartj'a hinta sent him to the exact 
place, the old ruined building, about twenty-five 
miles distant, and how Gaby Mac Neary'a best 
horse enabled him to get there, almost as soon 
as the cart in which Helen was conveyed 
thither ; how he quietly sought out a magis- 
trate, told him his story, and with him and his 
constables, assisted by a score of the peasantry 
surrounded and invaded the old thieves' den ; 
how, by NeUy Carty's directions, he was 
enabled, after much trouble, however, to dis- 
cover the secret stone, which gave entrance to 
the secret vault ; how, in it, they found and 
secured the " young misthress," the Babby, and 
two of his elder confederaters ; how the magis- 
trate lent Helen his carrii^e to convey her 
home to her father, and the " young masther ;" 
while he, Tom Naddy, sat triumphantly on its 
dicky ; and how, at the same time, the con- 
stables and the country people kept up with 
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the carriage, conveying to the jail now above 
their heads, well secured on a car, their detested 
prisoners. And Edmund understood that it 
was the dispoaing of these individuals agwnst 
their will, in suitable lodgings in the prison, 
which had caused the most part of the startling 
noises that broke up his devotions, 

The autumn morning crept in, even through 
the bars of Edmund's condemned cell. Nay, 
flick erings of pale sunlight, as if looking 
frightened, at having got into jail, followed the 
dawn. It became '' a reasonable hour in the 
morning," and the governor of the prison 
ventured to re-appear and hint aa much to Graby 
Mac Neary. Graby took home hie daughter, 
remained absent about an hour, and then came 
back, and took home his son-in-law also — every 
formality having been gone through — the 
" hanging judge" himself, who had not yet left 
town, having been seen. 

Prodigious was the breakfast, prepared under 
Gaby's roof. To repose he woidd not go, nor 
o 3 
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let any one else go, until tea and coffee, <^gs, 
and indeed, all viands within reach, should have 
laid the effects of hia two bottles of wine, 
which, by the way, he and Tom Naddy had aJ- 
mostexclusively consumed between them. Then, 
hia brain was full of another project, or, indeed, 
projecta, to be immediately entered upon. In- 
vitations were to be sent out, on a vast scale for 
a dinner and a suppeV, including a ball, and 
preparations to be instantly commenced for the 
tremendous revelry. So, amongst a hundred 
other things, he set Helen's pen to work on the 
invitations, and he would go himself and Ter- 
bally deliver those which she could not bo 
expected to write. And ahe and Edmund 
were to be remarried before dinner by a Pro- 
testant clergyman, and " blug-an'-agee ! how 
could he forget bo long ?" Old priest Connell 
was to be at the dinner among the reat, aye, 
and among the first and the best ; and he and 
Edmund would start that moment together to 
secure his company. 
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Edmund would go with his father-in-law de- 
lightedly, on Buch an errand. But before they 
left the house he fixed Gaby Mac Neary's at- 
tention to another subject, upon which he and 
Helen had been speaMng much and anxiously. 
It was that of poor Mary Cooney. So, her 
relationship to Gaby was stated ; and then, her 
history, her sufferings, her character, her late 
domestieation in Father CoqdcU's house, 
Helen's visit to lier there, and then, her last 
night's sad and terrible adTcnturee ; her pre- 
sent sojourn in the old mill, under her wretched 
mother's care — everything waa communicated 
to the astonished, the woadering, the pleased, 
the delighted, the cursing and swearing, the 
stumping, and the almost blubbering Gaby 
Mac Nenry. He immediately dragged Edmund 
away with him. 

As they walked through the streets of the 
town in great haste, arm in arm, how the 
thousand eyes of curiosity peered after them ! 
And how many faces, which but yesterday, 
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had scowled upon Edmund as a disowned 
acquaintance, now turned to him, radiant with 
friendly soiilea 1 la it man's heart that spon- 
taneously and genoinely gives to him generous 
feelings, or are those feelings which are only 
so called, first admitted to that heart imder the 
keen inspection of hia prudence, and his self- 
interest? 

They went to Father Connell's house, and for 
the first time, Edmund learned that the old man 
had gone to Dublin the night before, to present 
personally the memorial in hia own favour. 
His mind and heart gave a start — an utterly 
admiring, an utterly venerating — and he knew 
not why, an anxious and a fear-fraught start. 
He bent his head, and from that inatant, was 
more thoughtful and sad than became his 
situation. 

His companion lu^ed him on to the old mill. 
Here Nelly Carty'a story was ascertained to be 
true enough. Giaby wanted to see the poor 
beggar girl immediately ; but prudence forbade 
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this, and they returned to tlic town, and aent 
back to her medical advice and nesiatance ; and 
under her physician's permission, slie was re- 
moved that very day, evening rather, to a 
commodious apartment, under Gaby'a root, 
where Helen received her as a sister indeed ; 
where the master of the house under promise 
of keeping himself quiet, was allowed to give 
her a father's welcome ; where Edmund Fennell 
once more took her hand as a brother, and 
where the poor Nelly Carty still continued as 
her head nurse. Happy Mary ! 

Edmund communicated to Helen the fact of 
Father Connell's journey to Dublin, and made 
her, by the intelligence, as sad, and as nervous 
as he was himself. But the materials for the 
mighty dinner, boiled and broiled, and roasted 
and stewed on ; and they were ready to be set 
on the table, and the concom^e wlio were to 
partake of them assembled. All the scholars 
of Dick "Wresham's school, with all their wives, 
daughters, sisters, and so forth, and a great 
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many more of the arietocracy of the town, with 
their geutle appurtenances abo; and in their 
presence, in the drawing-room, Helen and 
Edmund were remarried by the Protestant 
rector of the pariah ; and then the multitude 
trooped down to the feast ; and mighty was the 
din and the clatter of plates and dishef>, knives 
and forks, and of the laughing, talking, hob- 
nobbing, and over all. Gaby Mac Neary'a bel- 
lowing to Tom Naddy. 

" Throw open all the doors, street door and 
all," cried Gaby Mac Neary, " that we may 
hear the joy-bella I have set agoing." 

In the steeple of the ancient cathedral of the 
city, there were four or five bella of good sizes 
and sounds, only that one of them wae cracked, 
which occasionally rung out as joy-belU; and old 
Gaby liad indeed set them in motion, on this 
liappy day. 

" There they go !" he continued, rubbing 
his hands, as after his instructions about open- 
ing the doors had been obeyed, the joy-bells 



297 



became partially heard from a distance, even 
amid the din of the dining-room ; " there they 
go, joUily ! But my curse on that passing bell 
from your Mary's steeple, Mr. Thomson," ad- 
dressing the rector — " Who the divil is dead 
now, I'd be glad to know ; some old lady in a 
faded black silk cloak, I sup^ioae, that they're 
making all this fuss about — damn it ! it cornea 
strong on us again — Naddy you brat, shut all 
the doors now." 

These orders were also obeyed, and, in con- 
sequence, the joy-bells indeed were no longer 
heard at the board of feasting; but Mary's 
steeple being much nearer, than the steeple of 
the old cathedral, the steady tolling of the 
passing bell, at measured intervals, could not 
be shut out. 

Edmund and Helen exchanged looks not in 
sympathy with the bridal feast, and they, the 
bride and the bridegroom. It was a late dinner ; 
the revellers had not sat to table, till nearly 
eight o'clock. About two hours had now 
o 5 
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elapsed since then, and Helen stealthily retired 
to dresa and prepare for accompaning her hus- 
band, almost immediately, to lier father's little 
country villa, where they were to spend the 
remainder of the evening alone. Edmund sat 
silent and spiritlesa after she went away. 
Tom Naddy came to tlie back of hia chair, and 
informed him that a meaaenger had been sent 
from hia bishop, summoning him to an inter- 
view, on preeaing and immediate business. He 
started, and turned pale, facing round to 
Ifaddy, and staring studiously into hia eyes. 
The lad averted hia glances, but Edmund saw- 
that he had been weeping. He jumped up, 
and hurried out of the house to Ms bishop. 

The dignitary met him gravely and sadly, 
though kindly. He had almost that instant 
received, he said, a letter, by dispatch, from 
the Catholic arcli-bishop of Dublin, concerning 
Father Connell, in which the arch-bishop ad- 
vised that Mr. Fcnnell should be consulted on 
the present occasion, iu consequence of some 
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words that had escaped Lis old pariah priest. 
Tlie bishop went on to say that Father Connell 
had reached Dublin, about eight o'clock that 
momingj but in a very feverish, shattered, and 
exhausted state ; that he had immediately 
called on his old friend, the arch-bishop, — 
before now, Catholic biahop of Edmund's dio- 
cese — to advise with him about waiting on the 
Lord Lieutenant; that the archbishop had 
recommended him first of all, to take repose 
and refreshment ; but that Father Connell's 
great and devouring anxiety, rejected every 
such proposal ; that almost on the instant, the 
writer was therefore obliged perforce to accom- 
pany him to the vice-regal lodge, in the 
Phosnix park, where he had the entree ; and 
finally, that Father Council, while in tlie act 
of presenting on his knees, to the Lord Lieu- 
tenant, the memorial in Edmund's favor, had 
fiunted, and very shortly afterwards died, 

Edmund Fennell broke out of his bishop's 
house. He ran to an inn or hotel, and ordereil 
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a post-ch^se to be in instant roadinees at his 
father-in-law'a door. He flew home to 
Helen ; found her dressed in her room, waiting 
for him to accompany her to her father's 
country cottage ; told her the news, and saw 
her the moment afterwards insensible at 
his feet. He sent down for Gaby Mac 
Neary, and told him the news also. Gaby 
filled up with a great and true sorrow ; and in 
a few minutes afterwards his guests were dia- 
missed, his house shut up, — 

" And the banquet-hall deserled." 



The poat-chaiae arrived at the door ; Edmund 
strained his bride to his breast ; shook his 
weeping father-in-law by the hands; ran down 
stairs, jumped into the post-chaise, and was 
whirled out of the town, at a gallop. And 
this was hia and Helen's second nuptial night. 

It was the Catholic bishop who had sent to 
get the passing-bell tolled, in Mary's steeple. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



Edmund had learnt from the archbishop's letter^ 
something more than has yet been noticed. Ac- 
cording to it. Father Connell's last words were to 
the effect — '^ that his dying blessing, as a 
priest and a father, should be sent to Neddy 
Fennell ; also information that he should like 
to be buried with the old parish priests, in their 
own old churchyard." 

The archbishop added that, in obedience to 
these wishes of the dead, he had instantly 
ordered arrangements to be made for the trans- 
mission of the body, from Dublin ; that at the 
moment he was writing, such arrangements 
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were actively going on ; and that he hoped 
and expected that all would be on its way to 
its destination, about t-wo or three o'cloct that 
same day. And this was the particular in- 
telligence, which sent Edmund so rapidly 
towards the metropolis. 

Before daybreak, next morning, people 
might be seen walking slowly, in two's and 
three's at a time, towards the Dublin road — 
rich and poor, all claasea, in alteroatioD. No 
public intention had been made known on tie 
occasion ; but the news that the body might 
be expected to leave Dublin, at an hour already 
mentioned, got abroad, and thia silent m»ve- 
ment was the result. 

A very great crowd had congregated about 
two miles from the town, and still the day had 
not dawned. The people timed their motions 
very well, calculating on the decent and slow 
progress which would be made from Dublin. 
Presently, the red glaring lamps of a vehicle, 
steadily approaching, appeared in view. Soon 
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after, tbe stepping of the horses was heard ; 
and then the nodding of the plumes of the 
hearse, became viBible, together with the white 
scarf and hatband of the driver. Up to thia 
moment, there had been a death-like silence 
among the crowd, now there was one low out- 
break, made up of the suppressed groans of 
men, and the wailing of women. 

All heads were uncovered, and mauy knelt 
in reverence or in prayer. 

The hearse passed by ; two mourning coaches 
followed it. In the first of these, visible by 
the light of the lamps which it also bore, and 
muffled up to the brows in his mourning cloak, 
and without motion or a glance around him, 
sat Edmund Fennell. In the other, the people 
diacerned, to their great delight and admiration 
the former bishop of their diocese ; the former 
resident in Father Connell's little thatched 
house, and the former intimate and affectionate 
friend of the ancient priest. He was himself 
now a very old man. 
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There was a tlurd vehicle, containing such 
of the near relations of Father Connell as had 
Iiad time so to arrange as to go a little way to 
meet him, on his laet earthly journey. 

The sad little cortege moved slowly on. 
The great throng of people proceeded with it 
at either side, or closed behind it. Profound 
silence again reigned amongst them. Arrived 
at the suburbs of the town, very little way was 
to be made to Father Connell's late dwelling; 
and here the people left the hearse, and re- 
turned into the town. The morning eame 
through clouds and mists upon the little city ; 
but a moral gloom, deeper than that cast by 
the weather, also fell ■upon it. There was no 
man, woman, or child, among its population 
who was not acquiunted with Father Connell'a 
character, who did not vcuerate and love him 
when alive, and who did not now uioum him, 
dead. This assertion is literal ; it makes oo 
exception for social degree, or for sect, or for 
party. The glorious, and the great charity, in 



FATHER CONHELL. 



the exercise of whicli he had spent a long, long life, 
and at lasti braved and met death ; the glorious 
and the great charity, which had been, as it 
were, the very essence, and the very breath of 
his being — that charity, now filling with ad- 
miration and affection all hearts, made all unite, 
for a time at least, in one demonstration of 
feeling. It was the pouring out of oil upon 
the spiteful though paltry waves of their sec- 
tarian personalities and paasionH, until it stilled 
them into « glassy stillness. And thus, charity 
begat charity. Their common love for one 
man, whom they loved, because he was char- 
itable, made them also charitable in them- 
selves, and to one another. 

It was, and is the custom in Father Connell's 
town, for the shopkeepers partially to close 
their shop windows, upon the death of a neigh- 
bour. On this day, every shop-window was 
fully closed. Every passing bell tolled — the 
almost unheard, illegal little bells attached to 
Catholic chapels, and the more sonorous ones in 



306 



FATHER COKNZLL. 



the legal cliurch steeples. The dtizena of every 
grade, met in little groupa about the streets ; 
and you could pasa none of them, who were 
not talking in low voices of the man and the 
event, whom all mourned and deplored, and of 
arrangements to be made for a public funeral in 
hifl honour — and Protestant and Catholic dis- 
ousBed the subject together. And there was 
somehow, a strange silence through all places 
of usual public resort and hustle, which thrilled 
you ; and few were seen to laugh during the 
day. 

At about noon, hundreds after hundreds be- 
gan to visit Father Connell'e little chapeL 
There, upon an elevated frame-work, a kind of 
bier, they found, as they expected, his mortal 
remains, laid out in the coffin, in the middle of 
the building. The body was draped in it's 
priest's vestments, over all its usual clothes, 
and the semblauce of a chalice was between it's 
hands — so arc Catholic priests arrayed for the 
grave, A number of candles surrounded the 
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coffin, — The features of "the corpse, wore their 
usual living smile ; and the glittering benevo- 
lence of the handsome old blue eyes, was only 
wanting, to make it appear life indeed. Many, 
many who looked upon it, remembered it well 
as the blessed harbinger of consolation and re- 
lief to them, in former days of suffering and 
sorrow. 

On the floor beneath, surrounding the coffin, 
were benches, on which sat the mourners of the 
dead — his nearest relations. But apart from 
the reet, immediately under the head of the 
body, stood one mourner who, though no one 
coold see his features, on account of the arrange- 
ment of his black cloak, all knew well; and 
they knew that since the body had arrived from 
Dublin, he had never quitted it for a moment, 
tasting no food, no drink — partaking of no kind 
of refreshment — speaking with none, and ad- 
dressed by none — for his naighty grief, and, the 
people believed, hia reniorse, was respected, 
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nay, almost feared, to an extent wliich made 
all loth to communicate with him. 

There he remained, the livelong day, word- 
less and motionless, except that now and then, 
and very seldom, he would change hia standing 
position for a sitting one. Night came on, and 
he was still on his poat. Messages reached him 
from the good old archbishop, who had taken 
up his temporary residence in the priest's abode, 
near at hand, enti'eating, nay, commanding him, 
to leave the body for a time, and take some 
repose and nourishment — but he only answered 
these communications with a denying and most 
mournful motion of his head. His father-ia- 
law. Gaby Mac Neary, being applied to, came 
personally, and even with requests from bis 
young wife, to solicit biin on the same subject ; 
but these appeals also he scarcely heeded. 

It grew far advanced in the night, and people 
shuddered to see him *till continue almost alone 
to bear the dead company. 
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Next morning, at the earliest hour, that 
visitors began to come again to the chapel, the 
same figure was still ecen, at the coffin head. 
The noon of the second day arrived; the arch- 
bishop, with the bishop of the diocese, and a 
number of priests, assembled to celebrate a 
solemn mass for the repose of the soul of 
Father Connell ; and then, for the first time, 
Edmund Fennell moved from hie position, 
walking straight down the chapel he entered 
the railed way of the little sanctuary, knelt 
down on the lowest step of the altar, and still 
in utter silencC) served the mass — such is the 
technical expression — the same as he had often, 
often done, even in childish days when Father 
Connell used to be the officiating priest, and 
when his old and beloved features used to 
beam the affection which his heart felt upon 
the glossy-haired urchin who attended him. 

The mass was over ; the dignitaries and 
their clergymen assembled in the choir, round 
the coffin, and began to chaunt the sublime and 
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touching service, called in the Catholic cbnrch, 
the office of the dead. Edmund Fennell had 
preceded them to the head of the bier. The 
service continued for about three hours longer ; 
and their preparations began to be made for 
the funeral. During the mass, one little oc- 
currence flhould not be forgotten in this notice. 
The chapel was crowded to inconvenience. 
At a certMn pause in the ceremony, a priest 
turned round on the altar, and strove to pro- 
nounce aloud, while his voice failed him, the fol- 
lowing words : — 

*' Pray for the repose of the soul of the 
Beverend Phelim Connell, your late parish 
priest," — all the people had been standing — the 
moment the words were heard, man, woman 
and child, suddenly knelt, and there was a 
burst of weeping petition to Heaven, smothered 
in sobs and groans, over which, women's stifled 
shrieks partially |arose, and the bitter crying 
of the little boys of Father Connell's school, 
was distinctly heard. 
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The people would not permit the body to be 
conveyed to the grave, as waa first proposed, 
by the directors of the funeral, in the hearBe, 
which bad borne it from Dublin — senaelesB 
animals, they said, should not move it on that 
occasion, while they had arms and shoulders to 
perform the duty. So they provided a hand- 
some little thing, a miniature hearse, still, with 
plumes and velvet trappings, fringed with gold 
lace ; and in this, almost exactly fitting it, the 
coffin was placed, and borne, palanquiu-like, 
upon men's ehoulders. On coming out of the 
chapel, the approach or lane leading to the little 
edifice, the churchyard, the priest's yard and 
garden, and the suburb street without, were 
found crowded with the more respectable 
citizens of all ranks — and after what has been 
8wd, it will be unnecessary to add, of all sects 
and parties, wearing ample scarfs and hat- 
bands of white linen, and waiting to form into 
funeral procession. There could not be lees 
than thousands of them. Similar badges of 



mourning had been provided for the boys of 
tlie pariah school; and amongst the general 
tnun, little fellows, almost children, the sons of 
the citizens, were also scarfed and hat-banded ; 
— let it be permitted to us to record, that of 
these childish participators in the general de- 
monstration of sorro'w, two little O' Haras 
were included. 

The order of the funeral being arranged, it 
proceeded on its course. Before the coffin 
were men in black cloaltB, with poles in their 
hands, draped at the top in white linen, to lead 
or clear the way. The truly venerable arch- 
bishop, the bishop of the diocese, and a great 
number of priest's followed them. Immediately 
behind the coffin, waa the one way-ward, self- 
chosen chief mourner, walking companionleas — 
alone. After him came the relations of the 
deceased, wearing, like him, black cloaks. 
After them again, the school-boys hnked two 
and two, and headed by Mick Dempsey, stooped 
with grief, and blind with tears ; then the 
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religiouB women and girls of Father Connell's 
choir, preceded by poor Mra. Molloy, all 
wearing thei^ white cloaks ; and then, the 
long procesBion of those wearing scarfB and 
hatbands, two and two, like the Bchool-boys. 
Some private carriages made up the train. 
The body was borne from the churchyard, 
in which, however, finally it was to rest, 
and proceeded by suburb ways, to the bridge, 
which led into the Irish town. This it paased, 
and continued all through the city to the second 
bridge, of which the position may be recollected. 
The multitude which accompanied the pro- 
cession, at either aide of the streets, was 
immense. As the little hearse passed the 
military posts of guard along its route, the 
soldiers were turned out, and headed by 
their officers, and imitated by the sentinels on 
duty, presented arms. The windows through- 
out the town, were thrown up, and filled with 
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Ladies and female children, almoet all wearing 
sucne m»gma of mouraing. 

While the body whb crossing the eecond 
bridge, the first bridge, a mile distant, be- 
came in view, and it was perceived that tlie 
lengthened lines of white ecarfs and hat- 
bands, had not yet nearly passed the latter, for 
the private carriages were not visible. But 
the httle hearse itself, bad now but a short way 
u> go. It was soon at its journey's end. 
The clei^ymen at its head, began to chatmt the 
mi^nificent De profandui clamavi. The nearest 
of the procession halted, and stood uncovered ; 
and in a whisper, but with electric speed, the 
word ran along the whole train, through the 
whole town, until all stood atill, and were un- 
covered also. The last rites ensued. A shovel 
full of clay was thrown upon the coffin, now 
in the grave ; the hollow noise it made, 
found an echo ia the breasts of all who were 
near enough to hear it, aud the lament that 
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followed was awful. The grave was closed 
and mounded up. The sorrowftd multitude 
gradually dispersed, and Father Connell's 
mortal portion was left, as he had wished it 
should be, ^' among the old parish priests, in 
their own old churchyard." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



Let many months pass away ; let many tears 
be dried — many and most sincere ones ; let the 
old soother of the deepest human sorrow, old 
Father Time, have his usual — and, but that it 
must be part of a great mysterious plan, we had 
almost said — contemptible influence upon the 
deepest grief, that the poor human heart can 
experience; at all events, let many months 
pass away. 

And Edmund Fennell is now happy with his 
young wife, under her father's roof, where old 
Graby insisted they should fix their residence. 
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Happy, indeed, he muat needs have been, with 
such a wife as Helen ; although, in the very 
buoyant time of hie youth and of her'a, there had 
passed over their spirit an experience and control, 
which checked mere buoyancy, and always 
sobered and often saddened their future life. 
They deeply learned, too, the error of a hasty 
and clandestine marringe, and the terrible con- 
sequences in which it may involve all concerned 
in it ; and if, eventually, none of those conse- 
quencea abided with them, they had to ascribe 
the blessing to their sincere contrition and 
remorse, and to their unceaaing and minute 
efforts to lead and prop, adown the descent of 
life, by the easiest and most fiowery paths, 
their good-hearted, though eccentric, and only 
surviving parent. As for him, the object of all 
this solicitude, he made himself happy, by 
calling I^mund, twenty times a day, " an in- 
fernal papist puppy ;" admitting, meantime, 
privately, to Helen, that " he wouldn't ex- 
change hira for a score of the best Protestants 
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in the town, and that he was as fond of the 
rascal ae if lie had come out of hie own shin- 
bone," And at Dick Wreaham'a school, where 
Gaby'e attendance was now even more frequent 
than ever, as his eon-in-law took all business 
and care off his hands, he would threaten to 
" dust the jacket" of any monkey who ehould 
dare to exclaim against " holy water," or any 
other characteristic of Popery ; and his co- 
scholare highly relishing this new source of irri- 
tability seldom let a day pass without sending 
him home from school in a great rage. But, 
that home ever, ever cheered him. He found 
there his slightest wish anticipated, bis most 
absurd wliim or humour appealed or borne with. 
His aecoud grandson was called after him. This 
boy, he insisted, should be brought up a Pro- 
testant, although he never took the abghteet 
trouble to ensure the execution of the fiat he 
had pronounced. Xo matter. As his hopeful 
namesake grew up, he would promise him a 
silver tester, if he would engage to earn it hy 
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" leathering the buflT" of Edmund, the elder 
boy ; and into the spirit of these pitched battles, 
old Gaby would enter, with as much vehemenee 
as if the Protestant Establishment, in Church 
and State, depended upon the result; nay, so 
much of a partizan would he become, on aucii 
occasions, that if the Popish champion seemed 
likely to gain the victory, the conaidcratf 
grandsire could not help deaUng him some sharp 
rapa on the knuckles, with his stick, thus un- 
fairly to ensure a triumph to the Protestant 
combatant It required much and serioue 
counteraction in private, on the part of Ed- 
mund and Helen, successfully to defeat, in the 
minds of their children, tbese indifferent lessons. 
Mary Cooney perfectly recovered from thi: 
effects of the wounds she had received ; nor 
was her great beauty at all marred by them. 
Becoming assured that the poor woman whti 
attended her, was really her mother, and inui;h 
touched and interested by her deep, tliough 
rude affection, a serious project now occupied 
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her Jf»e heart, for the achrantaee of tlie 
p0ttf»4M!glg^ TTik VM to nnbne her nund 
with the Mine good and rdS^ooB fiseipGne 
vhidt die had heieelf reeored, imder Faxber 
CoonelTB Too£ Dinii^ Maiy^c progRS to per- 
fect recover;, whidi was tedious, a good oppoc^ 
tunity waa afforded for the porpoee, aod Mazy's 
filial uid pious eSorts were not wboll; thrown 
away. Her mother could not read, and it 
would have been useless at her age, to beooone 
her mistxeae in this respect. But Marr taught 
the poor woman all the prayers &he had herself 
learnt, and afterwards her catechism, ftt>in 
beginoiog to end. The most important part 
of the young teacher's leeeons, consisted how- 
ever, in her really eloquent conversationa with 
Nelly Carty, in explanation of articles of reli- 
gious belief, or in observations upon them, 
directly calculated to make her a practical good 
christian ; and here she was helped, not only 
by her vivid recollections of Iier old patron's 
continual expositions with herself, but also by 
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a frnctifying graft upon them, from her own 
habitual thoughts, feelings, and experience. 
And the poor old creature would sit on the 
floor, at her daughter's feet, her hands clasped 
before her, and tears streaming down her 
cheeks, as she looked up into her face, listening 
to the girlish lecturer, with a love and an 
admiration, equal at least to her yearning 
anxiety, to become, un'der the hands of such 
an instructress, " a good woman at last." 

When Mary fully recovered, Nelly Carty 
was easily prevailed on to give up her old 
trade, as weU as her old irreligious courses, and 
she became settled in a neat little cabin, on a 
farm belonging to Edmund FenneU ; engaged 
in such occupations as enabled her to earn her 
bread decently and honestly. One rather 
revengeful resolution, made in less graceless 
days, Nelly Carty would not however forego. 
AVhen the next city assizes came round, Robin 
Costigan, who certainly owed the gallows a 
death, fairly due, was a second time hanged, in 
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the face of the shower of houses; and a 
woman, with the hood of her cloak drawn 
round her face, who after some whispering with 
the sheriff, seemed to obtain that officer's per- 
mission for what she was about to do, stood 
watchfully at the foot of the gibbet, while 
Robin pended from it, received the body in her 
arms when it was cut down, as on a similar 
occasion she had done, upwards of thirty years 
before, examined curiously the tie of the rope 
knot, and certain marks about the neck, ap- 
parently making very sure that the hangman, 
had on this occasion done his business properly, 
ere she would authorise the carcase to be con- 
veyed for dissection, into the county hospital, 
quite near at hand. 

Some passing notice ought here to be af- 
forded to Robin Costigan's admiring and loving 
pupil. 

As the gallows constructed on this occasion 
was not capable of holding more than two at a 
time, and as one of Robin's full-grown con- 
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federates was executed by his aide, the Babby wae 
compelled to wait for Iiis turn upon it, at a few 
yards distance. And there Le stood, philoso- 
phically contemplating the last struggles of his 
old master, in something of the same mood in 
whicli he had studied the death-throes of the 
old hen, suspended by his own liands, from 
the branch of a tree, in the vicinity of the 
ruined buildiug. He could not indeed now 
fold his arms hard before liim, inasmuch as 
they were tied hard behind him ; and another 
difference was observable in the expression of 
his fcaturesj whioli marked a distinct feel- 
ing, not evinced on the former occurrence. 
When Robin CoBtigau ascended the ledge of the 
car, which was to be drawn from under him, and 
held out his neck for the nouae, without utter- 
ing one word to the sheriff^ or to the attending 
clergyman, in answer to all their expoatalatlouB, 
for ,1 confession of his acts and his sine, by 
which the community at large, might be bene- 
fitted in this world, and himself in the next — 
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when this Iiappened, and that booh after, Robin 
swung free of the car, the Babby deeming 
that he regarded a surpassing instance of bra- 
very and high-mi ndedaess, waa seen to smile 
approvingly and triumphantly. And, so soon 
as he waa summoned to Mb own doom, he Im- 
itated that example as well as he could ; only 
leering or lolling out his tongue at the priest, 
or the sheriff, as his heroic master had done. 
Once indeed he waxed original, and spat upon 
the latter. Poor wretch ! And was he held 
accountable for this manifestation of an ac- 
quired liabit of feeling, which during his whole 
short life, had been instilled into him, and 
which he never had the slightest opportunity 
of estimating for what it really was ? The 
Merciful and the Mighty One alone can answer 
this question. 

After her complete restoration to health) 
Mary Cooney became in her turn, the pupil 
of her sister Helen. Surprised indeed, Helen 
was, to find her so far advanced in her educa- 
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tion, under Mick Dempsey'a inatnictiona ; but 
the superior mind with which Heaven had 
blessed the beggar girl, soon became obvious 
to her sister, and Helen did not iml to do all 
she could to advance it. Every thing she 
herself knew, she taught Mary, and rapidly and 
clearly did Mary learn. Hence, in her twenty- 
first year, she was Helen's equal in literature, 
and in tasteful literature too, as well as in all 
Helen's little accomplishments. Even her 
manners, her mode of speaking, the tone of 
her voice, her very motions, nearly resembled 
those characteristics of her gentle tutoress ; and 
the two sisters, notwithatanding the many 
original disproportions in their lot, became close 
companions — it need not be said loving ones. 

If Mary was not able to eradicate her former 
feelings towards Edmuad Feunell, she kept 
them watchfully out and clipt down, even to 
the surface of her heart, every time they began 
to re-shoot upwards. But though many sought 
her in marriage, she coul-d not for a long time be 
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brought to think of fonning a new attachment. 
It was not until her thirtieth year^ that^ very 
well portioned by contributions from the united 
purses of her father and her brother-in-law, she 
became the wife of a respectable citizen. 

Master Tom Naddy had, for many years, 
cherished certain hopes^ growing out of a secret 
love for the beggar girl ; but he did not tell his 
love, neither did he let the worm prey on his 
damask cheek. While hope continued, Tom 
would try to abandon what Gaby Mac Neary 
called " his hanging-bone-gait," whenever Mary 
Cooney required any service at his hands, and 
try to become as brisk as a bee. But as Mary 
improved under her sister's affectionate tuition, 
Tom's expectations, even in his own opinion, 
looked less sunny every day. He only whistled, 
however, over the fall of the castle he had 
erected, having the good sense to perceive that 
Mary was gradually and deservedly rising above 
his level, and ultimately, that she was quite 
beyond his reach. When she became the wife 
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of another, he good-bumou redly gave up every 
idea of quitting his bachelor's free and easy 
state ; and to all liinta about changing hia con- 
dition, he would answer — " there's more 
married than keeps good houses," or " I'm a 
great fool, but not such a fool m that would 
make me," or " there's no harum in lettin' well 
enough alone." 

He lived out hia wliole life with Edmund 
Fennell, half friend, half servant, spending his 
time, to all appearances, very much to his 
own satisfactitm. And besides snperin tending, 
cleverly and honestly, houses and lands, there 
wa« scarcely a question but that some of his 
leisure hours were devoted to the pronipting to 
certain pranks, the young Fennells, particularly 
during tiieir childhood, and earliest boyhood. 
Of these pranks, their grandfather was chiefly 
the object; and strange to say, the Popish and 
Protestant combatants would, on such occa- 
sions, enter into alliance, and make common 
cause against the instigator of their party feuda. 
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Once awakening from his ailer dinner nap. 
Gaby Mac Neary found himself fettered 
down fast, with innumerable small bonds, in 
his arm-chair — the result by the way, of 
Tom Naddy'a recent perusal of Gullivers 
Travels, and of his impartation of his know- 
ledge, to his promising pupils. It was decided 
in council, that Gaby Mac Neary should per- 
form the part of Gulliver; and it was in vain 
he tried to arise, and stamp with his stick, to- 
wards the imps who were laughing at him in 
one corner, or towards Tom Naddy, who was 
grinning at him from another. On a different 
occasion, after putting his spectacles on his 
nose, over and over again, enquiring at each 
trial " what the devil has come over ye, for 
spectacles?" — and still, not being able to see 
one jot thro' them, he would at length discover 
that the cause of his failure, was owing to their 
glaasea having been carefuUy extracted. Again, 
the besom would somehow become nietamor- 
phoaed into a blackamoor, and Gaby Mac Neary 




would find the unsightly bed-fellow "cheek-by 
jowl" with him, in his bed, when he awoke in 
the morning. But worse still; Boxer, the 
rough-muzzled Popish terrier, being first set a 
snarling, was, by Tom Naddy'a tuition, taught 
to growl out " Grandpapa," very distinctly — 
the operator holding his jaws, between his finger 
and thumb, and occasionally tightening or re- 
laxing his grasp, so as to break up the animal's 
snarl into the word desii-ed. Under these per- 
secutions, Gaby vented all his abusive epithets 
on Tom Naddy; and it behoved Tom to keep 
his eye well about him, in order to avoid con- 
dign punishment ; and his old master, unable to 
overtake him, in hia dodginga round the par- 
lour, or out of it, would hide behind the doors, 
and other screens of like convenience, to get one 
good hit at the ofiender. And yet, Gaby Mac 
Neary highly prized Tom Naddy, in common, 
indeed, with everyone ai'ound him. 

And Tom was doomed to administer to the 
happiness of other folk. By his unremitting 
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^ency, and, it is supposed, not to hie pecuniary 
disadviuitage, little Mi^ Bessy Lanigan and 
Mr, " Q. O. unexpounded," became united in 
holy wedlock ; and to do the small lady common 
juatice, it may be added, that Mr. Stanton, at 
leaat could not have made a better choice. She 
was very proud and glorified, if not very grate- 
ful, for the increased comforts and worldly con- 
sequence which he brought her ; for a larger 
hoUBc, in a larger street ; for lai^er breakfaete, 
dinners, and suppers of her own, than she had 
ever been accustomed to; for a larger ward- 
robe; — in fact, for everything on a lai^er scale; 
and to guard against any stint of his liberality, 
she sought out studiously and cunningly, to 
give liim the peculiar marks of affection, which 
his temper and character required. From the 
day of his marriage, to the day of his death, he 
had not once to complain that hia gold-headed 
cane stood an inch out of its prescribed resting 
place ; and as to his queu, no hands but those 
of bia wife, had ever so precisely ribboned it, 
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or eo neatly adjusted it between hia ahoulders. 
Their union was not bleaeed with any little 
pledges of their loves ; but they both entered, 
with all their hearts and souls, into the cultiva- 
tion of a breed of nice little dogs, distinguished 
for long silky ears, and peculiarly speckled 
coats. And in this pursuit, they were succeas- 
ful, and consequently happy. Indeed, Mr. and 
Mrs, Stanton became publicly celebrated for 
the beautiful specimens of the canine race, that 
crowded ai'ound them ; so much bo that their 
breed of little dogs was eagerly sought after by 
all the old bachelors antl old maids in the city 
and in the county. 

The stalwart, the beaivJed, the ugly, but still 
the good-hearted Mrs, MoUoy did not lose by 
her liberal donation townrds the expenses of a 
certain sad journey, on a late most melancholy 
occasion. In fact, her " warm hearted boy" did 
not forget her. She wne- settled by him hi what 
she herself called a " athrong hucksther's shop," 
where she went on multiplying the reinstated 
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coQtente of her stocking. And here she exacted 
from Edmund Fennell'a children a tribute of 
attention to be pmd three or four times a week — 
to be eaten up rather tliree or four times a week, 
— for the ceremony consifited in devouring upon 
each of their visits a certain tiuantity of her 
home-made currant-cake. And if any of them 
failed in hia or her duty, Mrs. Molloy, feeling 
much offended by the neglect, would, immedi- 
ately on the occurrence of such omission, close 
and lock up her establishment, hasten to their 
house and scold their father and mother heartily 
for the bad bringing up of their children. So 
long as the good woman lived, whenever there 
waa a new birth in the Fennell family or when- 
ever any of the boys or girla were cutting their 
teeth, or indeed indisposed in any way, Mrs. 
Molloy conceived that nothing could be pro- 
perly done without the advantage of her pre- 
sence and assistance. 

She was an old woman wheu the good and 
great man — great it ia added, because he was 
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greatly-good — ^her venerable master, died. Yet 
she survived him for more than a dozen years ; 
and she was blessed by the assurance of 
Edmund Fennell that he would gratify the 
now fondest wish of her heart, by closing her 
eyes, after her last breathing in this world. 
And her " warm hearted boy," kept his promise 
religiously, performing it not without many 
grateful recollections and true tears. 

Although occasionally a very cross woman, 
and apt to make her displeasure known in a 
manner not to be mistaken, yet in good truth her 
heart bubbled over with the milk of human 
kindness. To be sure, her love for her species 
was shewn after a fashion of her own; and 
there was one individual of that species whom, 
though she by no means disliked him — Tom 
Naddy is meant — she never designated, to the 
hour of her death, by any other term than that 
of « kihi-dried brat." 



THE END. 
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brought to think of forming a new attachment. 
It was not until her thirtieth year, that, very 
well portioned by contributions from the united 
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became the wife of a res|>ectable citizen. 

Master Tom Naddy had, for many years, 
cherished certain hopes, growing out of a secret 
love for the beggar girl ; but he did not tell hia 
love, neither did he let the worm prey on hie 
damask cheek. While hope continued, Tom 
would try to abandon wliat Gaby Mac Neary 
called " hia lianging-bone-gait," whenever Mary 
Cooney required any service at hia hands, and 
try to become as bi-isk aa a bee. But as Mary 
improved under her slater's affectionate tuition, 
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in her hands." — Conseryatite Journal. 

" Miss Pickering delights in selecting the most familiar sub- 
jects, wisely preferring to invest every day life with the warm 
and truthful colouring of a healthy imagination, than to 
give birth to the diseased creations of a sickly sentimentality, 
which finds no resemblance save in the disordered fancies of 
a boarding school girV* — National Adtbrtiser. 

" ' The Expectant* is remarkable for the elegance of its style 
and the depth of observation which it displays. We know no 
writer who combines vigour and grace to such an extent as 
Miss Pickering." — Inventor's Advocate. 

" Though the construction of Miss Pickering's works can- 
not always be sfdd to be calculated according to the strict rules 
of art, she is not the less an artiste of a very high order, for 
she departs from them only to give greater effect to her 
pictures ; and never exceeds the boimds of a sound discretion." 
British Queen. 

" * The Expectant' is inferior in no respect to the preced- 
ing works of this charming writer, and he must be fastidious 
indeed, who will not rise pleased and satisfied from its perusal." 
Leicester Journal. 



